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THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


CHAPTER  I 

T^HE  bedroom  door  creaked  with  the  irritating  per- 

A    versity  pecuUar  to  inanimate  objects,  and  Fay 

Reetwood  said  something  angiy  undir  h;r  breath 

.wf  .t   u""'  "",  ^  old-fashioned  Indian  bnngalow- 

i^t H  !  1  r^  f  "^  "^^  ^'^^  ^  ^  P«P^^  hiU-station- 
It  had  no  lock,  only  long  bolts  at  the  top  and  the  bottom 

and  the  lower  bolt  scraped  on  the  floor  in  defiant  accom: 
pamment  to  the  squeak  of  the  hinges. 

hPr^YK^^*^"^*^'  ^^''''^'  ^*^^*-  Across  the  passage 
her  fa  her  s  snores  resounded  loud.  long,  regular.  She 
maivelled  how  her  mother  could  rest  4th  s^h  a  noise 

mo  W ''?f"''1  '^'°  ''  *°°^  ^  good  deal  to  disturb 
mother  either  sleeping  or  awake.  In  the  present 
arcmnstances  this  was  fortunate,  for  had  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood  heard  movements  at  such  an  early  hour  in  hex 
youngest  daughter's  bedroom  she  might  have  ar£n  to 
mveshgate  the  cause,  and  would  certainly  h^pro- 
hibited  Fay's  expedition  to  the  top  of  the  hm  tol'^e 
dawn  break  over  the  snows.  Mother  would  forbW 
such  mad  nonsense  "  once  she  knew  of  it.  and  add  the 

rToUe  tZt'"''  "  '"^'  ^^^  *^  ^^-=   "  You  -us 
recollect  that  you  are  sixteen-no  longer  a  child.    We 

redly  ought  to  have  left  you  at  home.    We  really  ought 
not  to  keep  you  in  India."  etc.,  etc  ^  ^ 
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Father  would  probably  remark  that  only  a  lunatic 
could  wish  to  get  up  in  the  middle  of  the  night  unless  for 
purposes  connected  with  sport.  Marion  and  Isabel 
would  be  sure  to  laugh  and  tease  and  "  say  things  " 
before  people  about  theu-  little  sister's  queer  ways,  till 
Fay  would  feel  hot  and  prickly  with  self-consciousness 
as  though  ginger-beer  were  running  in  her  veins.  She 
knew  it  all  so  well  I 

Therefore  was  she  most  careful  and  cautious,  and 
crept  like  a  little  slim  thief  out  into  the  dark,  gravelly 
compound.  Above  her,  against  a  glimmering  baci^- 
ground,  towered  the  fir  trees,  gloomy,  fragrant.  A  steep 
track  that  climbed  to  an  upper  road  in  the  hill-side  made 
a  wavering,  uncertam  streak,  like  a  column  of  rising 
mist  in  the  dimness.  She  paused,  and  drew  deep 
breaths  of  the  keen,  cold  air  already  quick  with  expect- 
ance of  the  dawn;  then,  nervous  as  an  animal,  she  drew 
back  into  the  darker  shelter  of  the  wall,  for  a  sudden 
light  shot  out  from  the  servants'  quarters  and  told  her 
the  establishment  was  stirring. 

With  a  high  yawn  old  Gunga,  the  bearer,  came  out 
of  his  little  room  and  squatted  on  his  heels  before  the 
open  door.  As  he  leaned  over  the  brass  water-vessel 
in  his  hand  to  wash,  noisily,  his  mouth  and  teeth,  the 
light  from  a  primitive  oil-lamp  behind  him  silhouetted 
his  shaven  old  Hindu  skull  and  the  curve  of  bare  neck 
and  bony  shoulder. 

Fay  trusted  he  might  not  espy  her.  Gunga  was  a 
veritable  old  lynx,  and  she  knew  he  would  condemn  her 
conduct.  Previously  she  had  escaped  him  by  startmg 
even  earlier;— this  was  not  the  first  time  Fay  had  crept 
out  in  secret  to  meet  the  dawn.    She  fluttered  furtively 
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between  the  tree  trunks.  Then,  once  on  the  narrow 
track  that  cork-screwed  up  the  hiU-side,  she  mounted 
with  the  swift,  confident  activity  of  youth. 

By  the  time  she  reached  the  public  road,  the  Upper 
Mall  as  It  was  called  in  Pahar  Tal.  the  feeble  light  in  the 
sky  had  strengthened,  and  her  spirits  rose  in  sym- 
pathetic exultation.    She  could  smell  the  dawn    feel 
the  advent  of  the  sun;  and  the  very  sUence  around  her 
the  soUtude,  the  spaces  of  darkness  that  lingered  yet' 
enhanced  the  ecstasy  that  filled  her  being.    She  did  not 
question  why  this  sense  of  fellowship  with  Nature  should 
cause  her  such  keen  pleasure.    She  only  knew  that  she 
was  happy;   and  she  danced  gaily  along  the  narrow 
road— a  road  trodden  by  the  feet  of  hill  people  for 
countless  ages  just  as  a  mere  goat-track,  untU  ennobled 
mto  a  MaU  by  Western  purpose  some  eighty  yeare  ago 
Now  she  left  this  main  thoroughfare,  and  the  sleep^ 
mg  villas  resting  on  hill-side  platforms  above  and  below 
It,  and  climbed  a  steep,  narrow  way  that  wound  up  and 
up.  and  zigzagged  and  curved,  till  it  brought  her  almost 
to  the  summit  of  the  mountain.    Just  the  high  crest  of 
the  hill  rose  behind  her  as  now  she  stood  on  a  level  path 
supporting  herself  by  a  stout  railing— sole  barrier  be- 
tween her  and  a  drop  of  thousands  of  feet  into  the 
abyss  below. 

But  there  was  nothing  horrible  about  the  depths 
mto  which  Fay  would  have  gazed  had  there  been 
sufficient  light.  The  descent  was  lined  with  vegetation 
thick  and  dense,  with  a  tangled  sub-tropical  growth' 
out  of  which  rose  oak.  and  pine,  and  rhododendron' 
and  blossommg  shrubs  whose  perfume  came  up  with  the 
night  mist  already  dispersing. 
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At  first  Fay  could  see  nothing  very  plainly.  The 
shimmer  of  light  semed  to  come  from  so  feur  away — ^to 
be  but  a  reflection  of  some  greater  radiance.  Dark 
masses  of  trees  and  hill-tops  stood  up  in  fantastic  shape, 
without  perspective  or  proportion,  still  muffled  by  the 
night.  The  hint  of  mysterious  pause  around  her  made 
her  heart  beat  quickly.  She  felt  solitary,  ahnost 
afraid. 

There  came  a  sharp  rustle  in  the  undergrowth 
directly  below  her.  Another  a  little  distance  away. 
Then  a  hill  partridge  rose  with  a  startling  whirr  of  flight, 
a  barking  deer  called  from  across  the  first  valley;  and 
at  once  birds  and  beasts  were  awake  to  make  ready  for 
the  day.  No  longer  did  Fay  feel  lonely.  She  was  part 
of  the  living  multitude  that  awaited  a  coming  pageant. 
Her  fingers  tightened  on  the  railing  as  a  subtle  change 
crept  over  everything. 

A  snow-peak,  infinitely  grand,  gleamed  out  like  a 
gigantic  spear-tip  stained  with  blood,  piercing  the 
heavens.  Then  another,  and  another,  again  and  again, 
till  all  the  shadows  rolled  away,  and  grey  light  grew 
rosy-golden,  spreading  across  "  the  Snows." 

So  the  topmost  heights  of  the  Himalayas,  the  Roof 
of  the  World,  the  abode  of  the  greater  gods,  shone  forth 
wondrous,  resplendent,  terribly  majestic,  before  this 
little  girl,  this  atom  of  life,  who  gazed  on  the  age-old 
marvels  of  the  hills  with  quivering  nerves  and  throbbing 
throat,  and  tears  dimming  her  tender  grey  eyes. 

Now  the  air  became  charged  with  cheerful  sound. 
Birds  were  calling,  the  bleat  of  goats  rang  through  the 
valley.  Overhead,  in  the  sky  that  melted  from  rose- 
colour  to  crystal  blue,  an  eagle  soared  and  swung  and 
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dived,  screaming,  as  he  tested  his  flight  for  the  day. 
A  troop  of  big  black  monkeys  crashed,  chattering, 
down  the  precipice.  Human  voices  echoed  here  and 
there.  A  shout  long-drawn,  refined  by  distance,  came 
up  fi-om  the  tiny  hamlet  below,  balanced  on  ledges  of 
the  mountain.  The  hill  people  were  awake.  And 
across  the  deep  purple  of  the  valleys,  against  the  ex- 
quisite blue  of  the  sky,  the  whole  range  of  dazzling 
white  mountains  shone  deceptively,  startlingly  near, 
with  no  softening  haze  to  cloud  the  boldness  of  their 
glory.  A  grand  completion,  overwhehning  in  its  per- 
fect, desolate  finish. 

"Aree!  Miss-baba! "— a  cross,  quavering  voice 
dragged  the  dreamy  little  girl's  attention  from  the 
absorbing  vista.  She  turned  with  human  impatience 
to  see  old  Gunga,  panting  from  his  dimb,  reproachful, 
querulous,  altogether  exasperating. 

"  What  rashness  is  this  I "  he  said.  "  The  morning 
air  is  bad  for  an  empty  stomach,  and  the  Miss-baba  has 
had  no  tea  and  toast.  What  will  the  Mem-sahib  say, 
and  the  Sahib?  Moreover,  besides  the  fear  of  fever- 
mist  from  the  valleys,  are  there  not  such  things  as  stray 
leopards  and  evil  characters  to  be  regarded  as  dangers? 
It  is  unsafe  for  children  to  be  abroad  at  such  an  hour." 
Gunga  had  helped  to  tend  the  young  Fleetwoods  from 
the  time  of  their  birth.  Fay,  in  particular,  he  had 
guarded  and  diverted  and  consoled  in  her  babyhood, 
till  the  mail  train  for  Bombay  bore  her  away,  howling 
m  her  mother's  arms  because  Gunga  was  left  behind, 
weeping  on  the  platform.  And  from  the  moment  of 
her  return  to  India  he  had  claimed  to  regard  her  as  his 
special  charge. 
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Now  the  ungrateful  Fay  made  a  gesture  of  annoyance. 
It  was  more  a  native  gesture  than  English,  and  she 
clicked  sharply  with  her  tongue. 

"  Be  silent,  Gunga!  I  am  not  a  child.  I  will  do 
as  I  please,"  she  said  in  fluent  Hindustani,  "  and  if  you 
tell  the  Mem-sahib  that  I  came  out  to  see  the  day  break, 
will  I  also  tell  her  about  the  wood,  and  the  charcoal! 
and  the  grain—all  the  discount  that  goes  on  in  the 
compound  which  is  for  you  to  oversee  and  prevent. 
.\ha! "  she  concluded,  with  impish  malice,  as  the  old 
man  betrayed  discomfiture. 

"  Well,  well,"  he  deprecated.  "  It  is  ever  a  hard 
matter  to  control  others.  But  if  a  chittack  of  grain 
goes  here,  and  an  ounce  of  charcoal  or  a  bundle  of  wood 
there,  or  a  measure  of  meal  finds  its  way  into  the 
stomach  of  the  sweeper's  wife  instead  of  into  the  crops 
of  the  fowls— what  harm?  The  Sahib  and  his  lady 
receive  good  service,  there  is  no  discontent  in  the  com- 
pound, and  all  is  well.  Percentage  is  the  custom  of 
Hindustan,  and  custom  is  a  hard  master  with  us  people 
and  bad  to  disobey.  Custom  cannot  be  changed,"  he 
added  doggedly,  "  and  the  Sahib  would  say  the  same 
whatever  was  told  him." 

"  But  the  Mem-sahib  might  make  a  disturbance, 
eh?  "  Fay  said  shrewdly,  "  and  then  there  would  be 
trouble  in  the  compound,  and  therefore  much  worry 
for  Gunga,  bearer.  7evy  well,  old  man,  if  you  .emain 
silent  so  will  I  also,  for  you  value  peace  and  I  like  to 
get  up  before  dawn  now  and  then  to  see  the  sunrise  on 
the  snows.  So  that  is  arranged.  And  now  tell  me— 
how  did  you  know  I  was  out?  how  did  you  know  I  had 
come  up  here?  " 
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Gunga  laughed.  "  How  did  I  know? "  he  re- 
peated, and  his  eyes,  deep-sunk  in  his  fine  old  head, 
twinkled  with  amusement.  "  Am  I  blind  yet?  Did 
I  think  the  white  thing  climbing  the  hill  behind  the 
house  was  a  cat,  or  a  dog,  or  a  ghost?  It  is  tht  Miss- 
baba,  I  said,  who  else?  and  she  must  be  followed  to 
make  sure  that  she  meets  with  no  harm,  being  yoimg 
and  therefore  without  sense — "  He  laughed  again, 
a  soft  little  cackle,  and  turned  away  that  he  might 
spit  into  the  hill-side  without  the  young  lady's  know- 
ledge, for  betel-nut  juice  had  accumulated  incon- 
veniently in  his  mouth. 

Fay  seated  herself  on  a  piece  of  rock.  It  was  still 
very  early;  there  was  plenty  of  time.  Gunga  seemed 
in  no  hurry  either.  He  lifted  the  tail  of  his  blue  cloth 
coat  and  crouched  comfortably  on  his  heels  at  a  re- 
spectful distance.  He  found  it  pleasant  enough  up 
here  in  the  fresh  morning  air  now  that  the  sun  struck 
warm  on  the  shelteimg  moimtain-side.  The  old  ser- 
vant glanced  with  furtive  attention  at  the  little  miss, 
who  gazed  towards  the  holy  heights  as  though  blind 
and  deaf  to  all  else.  He  thought,  vaguely,  that  like  her 
might  be  the  hill  fairies  who  are  said  to  dance  on  the 
distant  mountain-tops  at  dawn  and  sunset,  and  only 
come  down  in  the  night-time  to  play  in  the  valleys — 
so  slim  she  was,  so  light,  with  just  the  lightness  of  a 
moth  or  -  cobweb  or  a  sprite,  full,  too,  of  a  sprite's 
mischievous  leanings. 

"  Gunga,"  she  said  suddenly,  "  have  you  ever  heard 
that  hill-god — I  forget  his  name — calling  to  his  dogs 
through  the  valleys  and  over  the  mountains?  " 

"  Wah! "    said    Gunga,    with   evasive   contempt. 
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"How  should  I  hear  such  things?  That  is  the  talk  of 
the  common  hill-folk."  Nevertheless  Gunga  did  not 
sound  so  incredulous  as  be  endeavoured  to  look. 

"  But  without  doubt  gods,  and  demons,  and  spirits 
are  to  be  seen  and  heard."  argued  Fay.  "  spirits  both 
evil  and  benevolent.    Did  you  not  once  tell  me  yourself 
that  there  were  two  kinds— those  who  are  related  to 
the  greater  gods  and  therefore  of  kindly  disposition 
and  those  who  are  devils  with  power  only  for  harm? 
You  know  very  well  that  the  washerman  met  a  ghost 
one  night  on  the  road  at  the  back  of  our  hill;  it  had  no 
feet,  but  a  huge  face,  and  teeth  like  a  dog's,  and  bleeding 
eyesl    It  gave  him  a  rupee,  and  in  the  morning  the 
money  had  t-imed  to  a  piece  of  bone.    Why.  ever  since 
he  has  been  asking  for  leave  to  go  to  his  home.  hr.  is  so 
afraid  of  meeting  it  again.    But  of  course  the  Mem- 
sahib  will  not  listen  to  such  a  reason,  though  he  showed 
her  the  piece  of  bone!  " 

Gunga  flipped  his  fingers.    "Coolie  talk!    Coolie 
talk  I  "  he  repeated  with  scorn. 

But.  all  the  same,  he  presently  proceeded  to  relate 
a  story  that  had  been  told  to  him  the  other  day  by  an 
old  hill  villager,  who  declared  it  had  actually  happened 
to  his  own  cousin's  wife's  uncle !   This  famous  individual 
happened  to  be  returning  to  his  home  one  night  when  he 
heard  a  most  terrifying  noise— the  baying  of  hounds 
and  the  ringing  of  bells,  and  there  swept  past  him  a 
troop  of  hideous  demons  each  of  a  different  shape 
barking,  yelling,  laughing.    Behind  them,  borne  on  a 
Utter,  came  a  monstrous  figure  that  spat  from  side  to 
side,  and  had  but  one  eye  in  the  middle  of  its  forehead 
by  which  the  trembling  villager  recognized  that  he  was 
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in  the  presence  of  a  god  at  whose  shrine  he  had  often 
assisted  i.i  sacrifices  and  propitiatory  dancing.    He 
knew  also  that  whoever  sees,  or  is  seen  by,  this  solitary 
eye  has  small  chance  of  life,  so  that  fear  rendered  him 
desperate,  and  he  stood  in  the  path  demanding  mercy 
in  the  name  of  his  offerings,  and  prayers,  and  sacrifices 
—with  mention,  too.  of  the  time  when  he  had  danced 
around  the  sacred  fire  on  a  moonUt  night,  and  finally 
cast  himself  mto  the  flames  without  injury  to  his  flesh 
thereby  proving  himself  to  be  one  of  the  god's  true 
slaves.    And  the  god  being  impressed  by  the  man's 
great  courage  and  piety  relented,  and  did  not  slay  him 
Moreover,  according  to  his  custom  towards  those  who 
should  survive  such  a  meeting,  he  showed  the  villager 
a  spot   where   treasure  was  concealed— much  gold 
though  mingled  thickly  with  human  bones;  so  that 
the  man  returned  wealthy  to  his  village,  wheie  he  lived 
m  comfort,  he  and  his  people,  for  many  a  year  after 
And  when  he  died  his  neighbours  pUed  up  loose  stones 
as  a  shrme  to  his  memory  and  for  the  propitiation  of 
his  ghost,  which  memorial  can  be  seen  by  anyone  who 
travels  through  that  village. 

Gunga  concluded  his  story  with  satisfaction.  He 
had  enjoyed  the  telling  of  it,  and  he  knew  by  the  manner 
m  which  the  Miss-baba  had  listened  that  the  t^'Uing 
had  pleased  her  also.  She  would  ever  attend  closely 
to  stories  concerning  fairies,  and  gods,  and  ghosts.  And 
because,  m  his  hidden  heart.  Gunga  believed  them  aU 
Fay  could  not  help  being  fascinated  and  impressed  by 
them  too;  wherein  lies  the  spell  of  true  romance,  for 
if  the  tale  be  not  aUve  to  the  teller,  how  shall  it  hold 
the  hearer? 
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Now  the  pair  sat  silent  in  the  crystal  clearness 
of  the  morning,  and  listened  idly  to  the  voices  of 
the  hill  people  who  climbed  the  steep  tracks  with 
incredible  burdens  on  their  heads  and  shoulders;— 
to  the  distant  strains  of  a  regimental  band  busy 
with  the  daily  practice;  to  the  occasional  reports 
of  rock  blasting  that  ecLoed  away.  lazUy.  among  the 
mountains.  .  .  . 

Breaking  into  the  immediate  silence,  quick  footsteps 
rounded  a  jutting  knuckle  of  the  hill.  Gunga  rose; 
Fay  turned  her  head.  They  both  knew,  by  the  sound 
and  measure,  that  it  was  the  tread  of  a  European; 
and  into  their  view  came  a  tall  figure  dressed  in  white 
flannels,  a  knitted  silk  mufHer  around  a  sunburned 
neck,  a  straw  hat  tilted  forward  on  a  sleek,  dark  head 
that  showed  a  premature  dusting  of  grey.  Under  the 
hat-brim  were  eyes  alert,  watchful,  direct,  having  curi- 
ous colouring  like  the  green-brown  of  moss  agates; 
then  a  prominent  nose,  a  small,  crisp  black  moustache,' 
and  a  determi"  ;d  chin. 

Gunga  salaamed  with  deep  respect  to  Captain 
Somerton,  v  ho  stopped  and  looked  down,  smiling,  at 
Fay's  serious  face. 

"  Hullo,  little  ladyf—you  are  up  early,"  he  said; 
then  acknowledged  with  courtesy  her  attendant's 
salute. 

Fay  rose  and  said  "Good-morning"  with  polite 
embarrassment.  She  did  not  know  Captain  Somerton 
very  well,  and  had  not  spoken  to  him  many  times, 
though  he  was  often  at  her  father's  house  and  she  saw 
him  nearly  every  day  riding  with  the  young  Rajah  of 
Rotah,  whose  "  bear-leader  "  he  was,  teaching  the  boy 
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to  play  cricket  and  tennis  in  the  compound  that  could 
be  viewed  from  the  Fleetwoods'  garden;  inducing  him 
to  take  walks,  a  form  of  exercise  openly  detested  of 
the  young  prince.  Fay  rather  wondered  that  the 
Rajah  was  not  a  breathless,  unwi"'ng  follower  of  his 
guardian  this  morning. 

Evidently  Captain  Somerton  had  been  walking  up 
and  down  hill  with  violent  speed,  and  seemed  rather 
glad  of  an  excuse  to  halt  than  otherwise.  "  And  what 
has  brought  you  up  here  at  this  time  of  the  morning?  " 
he  inquired  with  friendly  interest. 

Fay  hesitated.  She  disliked  being  laughed  at,  and 
whatever  she  said  to  Captain  Somerton  he  might  re- 
peat to  her  sisters,  disconcerting  chaff  bemg  a  certain 
coniiequence.  She  raised  her  shy,  yet  eager  eyes,  and 
met  his  straight,  kind  gaze.  Impulsively  she  said, 
"  I  came  up  here  to  see  the  dawn." 

"  And  are  you  glad  you  came  up  here,  now  you  have 
seen  it?  "  Something  of  surprised  respect  entered  into 
his  careless  friendliness. 

"Oh!  I  have  seen  it  often  before,"  she  said  softly. 
"  Last  year  very  often,  but  this  year  only  two  or  three 
times.  Have  you  seen  it  ?  Did  you  see  it  this  morning  ? 
Isn't  it — ^isn't  it — "  she  stammered,  her  enthusiasm 
blocked  by  youth's  inarticulateness. 

Captain  Somerton  looked  at  the  glittering  panorama 
of  snow-peaks.  He  also  had  seen  the  dawn  break  from 
another  part  of  the  hills. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  slowly.  "  It  is!  "  Then  he  turned 
to  her,  and  they  smiled  at  each  other  in  comfortable 
understanding. 

Now  he  observed,  with  new  attention,  the  "  Fleet- 
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wood  Flapper."  as  he  heard  her  caUed  by  her  sisten' 
jubaltem  friends.  He  had  never  before'notlcS  '" 
ven^particularly.  When  he  went  to  the  Fleetwood? 
house  she  was  always  there,  though  more  or  less  in  the 
background-reading   in   a   comer   of  the   veranda 

ulT*  ^I'^u^'  ^  °'  *  ^^^  ^''^'  ^oing  neecSt* 
work  with  obvious  reluctance  in  the  draMdSg-room 
running  eirands  for  her  sisters.  OccasionalKrit  hS 
oco-rred  to  him  as  a  pity  tha^  she  was  not  in  England- 
surely  her  education  must  be  shockingly  neglected' 
>'e  elder  Miss  Fleetwoods,  he  knew  t!l  thefr  ^m: 

mtended  to  combme.  incidentally,  the  upkeep  of  S 

••  T^?  f^f /t^rtled  him  by  saying,  without  preamble: 
,hn?2M  ?  i^^*""^  I  came  to  see  it.  If  they  did  I 
sho^uld  be  told  not  t^"    There  was  entreat/in  her 

For  a  moment  the  man  was  puzzled      Then  hi. 
understood.    "  Oh  !-your  people !  " 
h  J?^'v  ^^'  yo'J  won't  mention  that  you  met  me  up 

^  L«  Tr'  '^"l  ^"""^^  ^  ^'^^^^  ^^'^^t  fever  and 
all  sorts  of  things  that  would  never  happen,  and  they 

axi  lour  -though  Gunga.  here,  objects  because  he 
thmks  I'm  too  youngl "  She  gave  a  Uttlc  laugh  of 
amused  exasperation.  ^ 

Somerton  laughed  too.    "  All  right.    I  won't  give 
you  away,  little  lady  of  the  dawn.    But  I'm  ratl^^ 
mclmed  to  agree  with  both  objections  myself  I  Anyway 
you  are  wise  to  bnng  this  old  gentleman  with  you  " 
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Somerton,  with  his  knowledge  of  things  Indian,  felt 
assured  that  no  active  harm  would  ever  come  to  her 
while  in  the  old  man's  keeping.  Gunga  was  of  the  order 
of  Indian  servant  now  almost  extinct— loyal,  devoted, 
jealously  tenacious  of  the  honour  of  his  master's  house 
and  name,  never  doubting  but  that  his  own  rights, 
traditions,  customs  would  also  be  considered,  under- 
stood, and  respected. 

"  I  didn't  bring  him,"  said  the  "  Fleetwood  Flapper," 
defiantly.  "  He  followed  me  up  here— interferini?  old 
thing  I"  ^ 

Somerton  refrained  from  retort.  He  laughed  again, 
raised  his  straw  hat,  and  continued  on  his  way.  Gunga 
looked  after  him  with  approval.  One  of  the  best  houses 
in  the  station  had  been  rented  for  the  Kajah  and  his 
suite  during  the  hot  season,  and  the  inevitable  rabble  of 
native  retainers  and  their  parasites  in  the  out-buildings, 
their  night-long  feasts  and  festivities,  and  irregular 
existence,  delighted  and  demoralized  the  servants  that 
dwelt  in  the  neighbouring  compounds,  and  therefore 
caused  sore  aggravation  to  their  English  employe, s. 
The  Rajah's  house  stood  just  below  that  of  Mr  Fleet- 
wood, and  Gunga,  as  controller  of  the  Commissioner- 
sahib's  domestic  staff,  had  his  own  trials  in  consequence. 
He  could  realize  how  many  were  the  difficulties,  small 
and  great,  inseparable  from  Somerton-sahib's  position- 
intricacies  that  might  scarcely  be  credited  by  the 
European  unversed  in  Eastern  custom,  or  by  the 
Oriental  unused  to  Western  ways.  The  old  Hindu, 
in  service  with  the  English  from  his  boyhood,  recog- 
nized and  admu-ed  the  firmness  of  this  sahib's  dealings 
with  delicate  questions  on  either  side. 
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Clive  Somerton  walked  on,  taking  with  him  a  slight 
feeling  of  concern.    That  child,  he  reflected,  ought  to 
be  at  a  good  school  in  England,  not  wandering  about 
the  Indian  hills  with  only  an  old  bearer,  however 
reliable,  for  company.    In  spite  of  the  mass  of  hair 
still  down  her  back,  and  her  short  skirt  that  displayed 
her  slim  ankles,  she  was  quite  as  tall  as  her  two  very 
grown-up  sisters.    Her  pale  Uttle  face,  so  delicately 
cut.  and  the  rapt  expression  of  her  grey  eyes  haunted 
him.    How  odd  that  she  should  be  so  keen  on  seeing 
the  dawn!    Though  unquestionably  the  most  glorious 
of  beholdings.  it  was  not  the  kind  of  spectacle  that 
usually  attracts  young  people,  girls  or  boys,  and  not 
always  adults  either.    She  must   be  of  a  different 
temperament  from  her  sisters  who,  if  he  were  not  mis- 
taken, would  never  walk  a  step  to  witness  any  Indian 
sight,  however  magnificent,  unless  a  pleasant  party 
were  made  up  for  the  purpose. 

Then  Somerton  remembered  that  he  had  promised 
to  take  the  Rajah  to  Mrs  Fleetwood's  At  Home  that 
afternoon.  It  would  be  rather  sport  to  meet  the  little 
girl  again  with  this  dark  and  dreadful  secret  between 
theml 


>;A*,'-      ._' 


CHAPTER  II 

MRS  FLEETWOOD  enjoyed  her  own  parties  un- 
affectedly. She  loved  entertaining,  "getting 
people  together  "  she  called  it;  and  to  see  her  friends 
and  acquaintances  laughing  and  talking,  and  eating 
and  drinking,  as  her  guests,  gave  her  the  serenest 
satisfaction. 

This  afternoon  she  sat  smiling  and  hospitable  in  a 
comfortable  veranda  chair,  with  just  the  kindly  im- 
portance of  manner  becoming  in  a  Mem-sahib  of  her  age, 
experience,  and  official  rank.  Was  she  not  the  wife  of  a 
mightily  senior  civilian?  In  appearance  she  was  an 
admirable  advertisement  for  Anglo -India.  Thirty 
years  of  married  life,  and  many  hot  weathers  in  the 
plains,  had  not  withered  her  skin  nor  drained  her  health ; 
she  was  plump  and  pink,  with  little  features  that  were 
placid  and  regular,  her  teeth  were  white  and  her  eyes 
very  blue.  She  herself  came  of  a  well-known  Anglo- 
Indian  family,  whose  sons  for  four  generations  had 
governed,  and  soldiered,  and  distinguished  themselves 
in  various  branches  of  Indian  service — whose  daughters 
came  out  to  marry  in  the  country,  sending  their  children 
again  to  be  soldiers,  and  civilians,  and  wives  in  the  land 
where  most  of  them  were  bom  and  had  spent  their  early 
childhood.  Surely  they  are  to  be  acclaimed,  these 
time-honoured  Indian  families,  inheritors  of  history, 
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true  to  tradition,  doing  their  duty  without  question, 
almost  unconsciously,  towards  their  great  foster-mothei 
India,  often  at  the  expense  of  health  and  home,  some- 
times of  life  itself,  giving  her  their  children  to  do  like- 
wise in  their  turn.  Normal,  self-reliant  people,  hall- 
marked with  hereditary  faculty  for  work  in  exile. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  looked  round  the  pretty  hOl  garden 
devoid  of  turf  yet  full  of  English  flowers,  then  turned 
to  the  lady  enthroned  at  her  side  on  another  veranda 
chair.    For  the  moment  the  two  were  alone  together. 

"  Captain  Somerton  promised  to  bring  his  little 
Rajah  to  my  At  Home  this  afternoon,  but  I  think  they 
haven't  arrived  yet.    I  don't  see  them  anjnvhere." 

"  A  curious  creature,  Captain  Somerton!  He 
doesn't  care  to  go  out,  won't  play  bridge,  and  I  really 
believe  he  can't  dance.  A  most  unsatisfactory  person 
from  a  social  point  of  view;  but  he's  very  nice  all  the 
same." 

"  He  is  often  here,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  com- 
fortably. 

"  Is  it  Marion  or  Isabel?  "  Mrs  Bullen  inquired  with 
affectionate  interest. 

The  friendship  between  Fanny  Bullen  and  Emily 
Fleetwood  was  old  and  stanch.  They  had  come  out  to 
India  toget'  ^r,  had  been  brides  in  the  same  station. 
When  Mrs  Fleetwood's  first  baby  died  her  friend  was 
with  her.  Bobbie  Bullen  was  bom  in  the  Fleetwoods' 
bungalow  because  the  Fleetwoods  were  in  a  large  station 
at  the  time,  whereas  the  Bullens  were  in  a  remote 
jungly  place  without  an  English  doctor;  and  when  the 
positions  were  reversed  Georgie  Fleetwood  arrived  into 
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the  world  as  a  guest  of  the  Bullens.  The  two  ladies  had 
shared  houses  in  the  hUls,  nursed  each  other  through 
illnesses;  and  whether  in  the  same  station  or  not, 
whether  at  home  or  m  India,  their  friendship  remained 
unaltered — sovmd  and  undemonstrative.  Often  they 
laughed  and  sighed  together  over  old  days  when  the 
families  were  young — oh!  those  awful  voyages  home 
with  babies  and  small  children,  the  bother  about  their 
meals  and  their  baths,  the  terrific  heat  in  the  Red  Sea, 
the  horrors  of  "  coaling  days,"  the  cold  when  they  all 
landed!  Days  when  pa;^  had  been  low  for  juniors, 
and  dull  li.  le  stations  only  to  be  expected,  and  the  hot 
weathers  were  so  long,  and  weary,  and  exhausting,  with 
be  scorching,  winds  and  hot-house  rains,  and  flies  and 
mosquitoes,  and  fever,  and  monotonous  food.  But 
after  all,  as  "  Fanny  "  and  "  Emily  "  always  agreed 
at  the  end  of  a  bout  of  reminiscences,  there  had  been 
many  compensations,  and  both  had  been  very  happy 
in  those  young  days — on  the  whole. 

Now  Mrs  Fleetwood  looked  over  at  the  gay  throng 
about  the  tennis  and  badminton  courts  where  Marion 
and  Isabel  were  busy  making  up  sets  and  help'rig 
people  to  enjoy  themselves. 

"  I  wish  I  could  say  it  was  either,  my  dear!  "  She 
said  it  with  genuine  regret.  "  But  as  far  as  I  can  tell 
there  is  nothing  of  that  sort  between  Give  Somerton 
and  either  of  the  girls.  You  know  what  men  are — 
they  like  nice,  cheery  young  women  to  talk  to,  and  to  be 
able  to  come  and  go,  and  Captain  Somerton  knows  he 
is  always  welcome  here.  I  only  wish  he  would  take  a 
fancy  to  one  of  the  girls,  though  they  both  declare 
nothing  will  induce  them  to  marry  men  who  have  to 
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live  in  India!  Such  nonsense.  They  seem  to  despise 
the  idea  of  good,  solid  civilians,  or  Indian  Anny  men,  as 
husbands!  " 

"  And  young  men  in  smart  English  regiments 
don't  marry  out  here,  as  a  rule,"  Mrs  Bullen  said 
relentlessly.  "When  there's  no  active  service  in 
prospect  they  look  on  their  time  in  India  as  just  a 
tiresome  necessity,  only  to  be  rendered  bearable  by 
shooting  and  polo.  Except  from  a  purely  soldiering 
point  of  view  they  don't  take  Indian  life  seriously  in 
any  way.  Men  like  that  marry  at  home  in  their  own 
circle  and  leave  the  Army  to  settle  down  on  their  pro- 
perties, or  else  devote  themselves  to  spending  their 
fathers'  money  in  London." 

Her  sharp  brown  eyes  followed  Marion  and  Isabel 
resentfully,  each  girl  attended,  as  she  moved  about, 
by  men  whose  names  were  well  known,  whose  regiments 
were  conspicuous  for  either  wealth  or  birth  among  their 
officers,  whose  appearance  certainly  outshone  the 
homely,  work-worn  civilian,  and  the  sun-baked,  fever- 
furrowed  Indian  Army  man. 

"Yes,  that's  the  trouble,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood, 
simply. 

Mrs  Bullen  sat  silent.  She  knew,  though  she  never 
said  so,  that  a  difficult  time  lay  ahead  for  tht  Fleetwood 
family  when  they  should  find  themselves  in  England, 
pensioned,  unimportant,  with  three  unmarried  daughters 
and  two  soldier  sons  who  required  allowances,  with 
nothing  considerable  in  the  way  of  savings,  and  no 
realization  of  the  cost  of  living  at  home.  Officers  in 
cavalry  regiments  would  not  be  everyday  visitors 
then!     Here  in  India  it  was  quite  another  matter, 
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where  the  Fleetwoods  were  people  of  consequence 
and  could  Uve  luxuriously  and  entertain  with  lavish 
generosity.  Mrs  Bullen's  good  heart  ached  for 
her  friends,  but  weU  she  knew  that  no  words  of  hers 
would  open  their  eyes,  or  preserve  them  from  their 
fate. 

The  Bullens.  in  spite  of  four  boys  to  educate,  had 
always  saved  money;   the  Fleetwoods,  with  two  sons 
and  three  daughters,  had  always  spent  money     The 
Fleetwoods  would  talk,  like  all  Anglo-Indians    with 
sentunental  affection  of  "  Home."  of  the  day  when 
their  exile  should  end.  but  never  did  they  seriously 
consider  the  very  changed  conditions  that  must  ensue 
for  them  with  permanent  residence  in  England     They 
contemplated  their  retirement  by  the  rosy  reflection 
of  past  furloughs.    "  Home  "  had  always  stood  for 
ready  money,  long  visits  to  relations  (hospitable  enough 
to  birds  of  passage),  new  clothes.  aU  the  theatres,  the 
delightful  companionship  of  the  children  in  the  hoUdays 
Then  the  return  to  India  after  harrowing  farewells  from 
which  there  was  leisure  to  recover  on  board  ship;  and 
a  re-settlement  in  a  roomy  bungalow  with  willing 
servants,  good  living,  good  horses,  none  of  whicl    it 
must  be  noted,  cost  u^ore  in  India  than  the  upkeep  of  a 
very  moderate  household  in  England. 

It  all  passed  through  Mrs  BuLien's  mind  nov  as  it 
had  passed  so  many  times  before,  and  she  sat  quiet 
abstracted,  her  quick  eyes  fixed  with  apparent  atten- 
tion on  her  friend's  placid  countenance  as  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood rambled  on  about  the  girls. 

"  It  was  that  visit  to  th  iir  aunt  in  London,  just 
before  they  came  out  here,  that  did  all  the  mischief," 
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she  sighed.  "  I  suppose  I  ought  not  to  have  allowed 
it,  but  how  could  I  foresee  that  it  would  make  them 
turn  up  their  dear  noses  at  Indian  society  and  Indian 
husbands  1  It  sounds  dreadful  "~a  little  moisture 
dimmed  her  blue  eyes—"  as  if  they  were  snobs!  But 
it's  only  that  they  have  such  a  craze  for  English  life, 
and  for  everything  English.  Actually,  they  won't  let 
me  have  my  Jeypore  brass  tables  and  Benares  pots  in 
the  drawing-room,  or  phoolkaris,  or  anything  Indian 
that  can  be  avoided!  It's  ridiculous.  And  I'm  so 
fond  of  aU  that  sort  of  thing.  Anyway  I  shall  take 
as  much  carving  and  brass  and  embroideries  home  with 
me  as  possible.  Perhaps  Marion  and  Isabel  will  ap- 
preciate them  there."  She  paused.  "  It's  so  unlike 
most  girls,"  she  added  plamtively,  "  but  then,"  with 
a  touch  of  exculpatory  pride,  "most  girls  don't 
have  such  a  good  time  before  they  come  out  here, 
and  so  look  u  !on  India  as  a  kind  of  paradise.  Marion 
and  Isabel  had  a  taste  of  the  best  side  of  English 
life." 

"  Well,  it's  to  be  hoped  Lady  Landon  will  be  as  kind 
when  they  go  home  as  she  was  before  they  came  out," 
observed  Mrs  Bullen,  dryly. 

"  That  remains  to  be  seen,  of  course.  Beatrice  is 
not  a  bit  like  my  husband  though  she  is  his  sister.  I 
always  thought  her  rather  capricious,  and  peculiar. 
She  is  more  like  his  mother's  side  of  the  family— I  shall 
never  forget  the  first  time  I  saw  my  mother-in-law. 
She  was  like  a  lion  with  a  cap  on.  We  had  just  arrived 
from  India  and  I  had  no  clothes  and  felt  so  shy,  and  so  ill 
after  the  voyage.  You  know  what  an  abominable  sailor 
I  always  was  '.ol  I  was  cured  by  taking  a  child  home 
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without  a  nurse.  Do  you  remember  that  terrible 
voyage  when  there  were  eighty -nine  chUdren  on 
board?  " 

And  off  went  Mrs  Fleetwood,  light-heartedly,  mto 
various    recoUections.      She    possessed    a    particular 
faculty  for  dismissing  unpleasant  problems  from  her 
mind,  and  was  never  uneasy  or  despondent  for  long; 
this  kept  her  placidly  cheerful,  and  preserved,  unim- 
paired, her  benevolence  of  disposition,  and  a  generosity 
towards  her  fellow-beings  that  frequently  merged  into 
improvidence.    Her  parties  and  picnics,  dances  and 
dinners,  were  always  the  most  popular  entertainments 
wherever  she  might  be.    She  was  ever  ready  to  take  a 
case  of  ilbiess  into  her  house— €nteric,  malaria,  dysentery 
—to  be  nursed  back  to  health;  to  put  up  impecunious 
youths,  and  poverty-stricken  young  married  couples, 
either  civil  or  military.    She  rejoiced  that  her  beloved 
John  should  indulge  his  passion  for  big  and  small  game 
shooting  whenever  possible,  to  acquire  trophies  and 
"  bags  "  that  should  edipse  all  previous  records.    She 
would  gather  the  children  of  the  station  about  her 
with  their  little  suites  of  governesses,  ayahs,  bearers, 
and  delight  them  with  games  and  biscuits,  and  fresh 
lemonade— a  beverage   beloved   of  all  Anglo-Indian 
children.    Her  cricket-matches  for  little  boys  on  the 
gravel  tennis-courts  were  regarded  as  events,  and  most 
of  the  station  as  well  as  all  the  parents  would  come  to 
look  on  and  applaud  and  have  tea.    And  her  enter- 
tainments always  ran  smoothly,  the  oil  in  the  machinery 
being  complete  understanding  of  her  servants  of  what- 
ever caste— of  their  speech,  their  customs,  their  virtues 
and  failings;    also  was  she  an  excellent  housekeeper 
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judged  by  Anglo-Indian  methods,  though  she  had  no 
notion  of  dispensing  with  comfort  or  reducing  ex- 
penditure. 

Now  she  mentioned  the  ball  she  mtended  to  give  that 
should  wind  up  the  season  before  they  all  went  down 
to  the  plains  to  spend  the  winter  months  chiefly  in 
camp. 

"  Why  should  you  give  it.  Emily?  "  There  was  a 
hint  of  impatient  remonstrance  in  Mrs  BuUen's  voice. 
"  You'll  want  all  the  money  you  can  scrape  together 
when  you  have  to  retire  next  spring." 

"Oh!  it  won't; cost  such  a  fabulous  amount,  my 
dear  I  And  the  girls  would  be  so  disappointed  if  we 
gave  up  the  idea.  Besides  it's  our  last  season,  and  I 
shouldn't  like  to  go  away  and  say  good-bye  to  all  our 
friends  without  doing  something." 

"  But  on  an  average  you've  given  a  large  d'aner- 
party  every  week,  as  well  as  an  At  Home,  not  to  speak 
of  luncheons  and  picnics,  and  the  children's  fancy  ball. 
Surely  that's  rather  more  than  something?— and  1 
suppose  you'll  go  on  like  that  down  in  the  plains  till  the 
last  moment.  People  staying  with  you  the  whole  time 
you're  in  camp,  parties  at  every  place  you  pass  through, 
a  big  house  kept  gomg  all  the  time  in  the  station,  a  huge 
camp  for  Christmas — " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  laughed  good-temperedly.  "  Well, 
Fanny,  it's  our  way  of  being  happy.  We've  no  other 
expensive  tastes,  I'm  sure!  John's  shooting  costs 
nothing — " 

"  Oh!  doesn't  it!  "  Mrs  Bullen  interrupted. 

"  Well,  not  like  shooting  at  home,  anyway.  And 
a  man  must  have  some  relaxation  when  he  w« 
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hard.  He  has  never  raced  or  gambled  or  kept  hounds, 
or  done  anything  really  extravagant,  like  that  foolish 
Colonel  Dashard,  for  instance,  who  came  to  such  grief, 
poor  fellow.  And  you  can't  deny  that  I'm  a  good 
manager,  though  I  will  have  the  best  of  everything — 
it's  cheaper  in  the  end." 

"  Well,  well—"  said  Mrs  Bullen  with  resignation. 

But  Mrs  Fleetwood  had  not  finished.  "  I  don't 
spend  much  on  clothes,  and  the  girls  are  very  good  and 
manage  on  their  allowances,  so  do  the  bo)rs  now  they're 
once  started.  It  was  the  starting  them  we  found  so 
expensive.  You  know  what  it  is — Sandhurst  for 
Georgie  and  Woolwich  for  Walter,  and  outfits  and  one 
thing  and  another.  Then  the  girls'  passages  and 
clothes  when  they  came  out.  But  that's  all  done  and 
paid  for,  and  it's  lucky  I  had  my  own  little  bit  of  capital 
to  help  with  it  all.  I  feel  it  has  been  well  reinvested 
in  the  children." 

Just  then  a  slight  figure  dressed  in  white  camel's- 
hair  cloth,  with  a  blue  belt  and  turquoise  buckle,  crossed 
the  path  in  front  of  the  veranda.  Fay's  hair,  tied  back 
with  a  blue  ribbon  beneath  her  wide  straw  hat,  fell  in 
a  thick  shining  mass  to  her  waist.  On  her  shoulder, 
clinging  and  mewing,  was  perched  a  fluffy  black 
kitten. 

"  And  then  there's  Fay,"  murmured  Mrs  Bullen, 
feeling  a  brute  as  she  saw  Mrs  Fleetwood's  plump  face 
flush,  and  her  pretty  fat  hands  move  restlessly  in  her 
lap. 

"  Well,  yes,  Fanny.  I  confess  I  do  feel  guilty  about 
little  Fay  sometimes;  but  you  know  when  I  went  home 
to  fetch  Marion  ai^d  Isabel  there  were  so  many  expenses 
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and  it  was  just  time  to  move  Fay  to  a  more  advanced 
school.  I  thought  a  year  out  here  might  do  her  good- 
she  was  not  over-strong,  and  we  had  the  hills  for  the 
hot  weather.  And  you  know  I  fully  expected  Marion 
and  Isabel  would  marry  quite  soon,  and  Fay  would  have 
gone  home  directly  their  weddings  and  trousseaux  were 
paid  for — " 

"  And  so  they  could  have  married — well  and  happily, 
if  they'd  chosen,  and  hadn't  been  snch  geese!  "  put  in 
Mrs  Bullen,  crossly;  and  she  felt  it  was  perhaps  for- 
tunate that  the  wife  of  the  Lieutenant-Governor  should 
arrive  at  that  moment,  whirling  up  the  path  in  a 
highly-polished  jinricksha  propelled  by  smart  red-coated 
runners  v,  >  .se  bare  brown  legs  shot  nimbly  to  and  fro, 
BO  that  hci  conversation  with  Emily  Fleetwood  had 
perforce  to  cease. 

Behind  the  rickshaw  rode  an  escort  composed  of 
the  Lieutenant-Governor's  private  secretary,  a  brainy- 
looking  young  civilian  with  spectacles  and  a  beard, 
and  the  aide-de-camp,  a  gay  youth  from  a  dragoon 
regiment  whose  debts  had  caused  him  to  clutch  at  the 
post  as  a  means  of  retrenchment.  In  all,  it  was  quite 
an  impressive  cavalcade,  particularly  as  the  great 
lady's  appearance  was  entirely  in  keeping  with  her 
position  of  state— upright,  portly,  richly  caparisoned, 
pexhaps,  rather  than  dressed,  with  a  dignified  manner 
and  an  emphatic  voice. 

And  while  Lady  Hobson  and  her  suite  consumed 
tea  and  cakes  Captain  Somerton  arrived  with  the 
Rajah  of  Rotah. 

The  young  prince  was  well  dressed  in  native  costume. 
He  was  slim  and  graceful,  and  the  warm  brown  of  his 
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skin  might  easily  have  been  the  bronze  of  sunburn — 
indeed  he  was  no  darker  than  many  an  Irishman  or 
Comishman.  His  long,  almond-shaped  eyes  were  of  a 
clear,  bright  hazel,  his  nose  straight  and  fine,  his  lips 
though  rather  full  were  well  shaped  and  sensitive.  A 
handsome  deer-like  creature,  having  the  blood  of  genera- 
tions and  generations  of  aristocratic  ancestors  in  his 
veins,  linked  back  and  back  till  it  touched  the  pure 
fount  of  his  Aryan  progenitors,  whose  racial  stamp  was 
still  apparent  despite  periodical  admixtures  of  lower 
blood,  and  the  influence  of  the  soil  on  foriii  and 
character. 

Rotah  was  not  yet  well  acquainted  with  English 
society.  Only  in  the  past  few  months  had  he  in- 
herited his  petty  principality,  quite  without  warning 
or  expectance — had  found  himself  exalted  from  com- 
paratively humble  circiunstances  to  be  head  of  the 
ancient  family  to  which  he  belonged.  It  was  a  difficult 
position  for  all  concerned:  difficult  for  the  English 
Government  whose  task  it  must  be  to  fit  him  as  a  wise 
and  just  ruler  before  he  came  of  age;  hard  for  the  boy 
himself  whose  habits  and  ways  and  mental  outlook 
must  be  revised  and  changed  and  disciplined.  That 
he  was  married  complicated  matters  still  further,  and 
already  had  there  been  a  child. 

Captain  Somerton,  selected  from  the  Indian  Army 
to  inculcate  British  notions  of  manliness  and  self-con- 
trol into  a  being  whose  tendencies  had  been  fostered 
in  an  opposite  direction,  found  he  had  undertaken  no 
easy  duty.  Rotah,  though  seventeen  years  of  age, 
had  profited  by  little  beyond  religious  education  even 
on  Oriental  lines.    He  was  a  stranger  to  Western  ideas; 


:^rc\  .v\rm 


a6 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


he  believed  that  self-indulgence  was  the  right  and  pre 
rogative  of  princely  rank,  that  to  be  able  to  read  and 
write  was,  if  anything,  derogatory  to  one  in  a  position 
to  command  a  hundred  people  to  do  so  for  him;  and 
he  regarded  interference  with  his  inclinations  as  ao 
insult  to  the  dignity  of  his  calling.  But  in  this  he  only 
thought  and  felt  according  to  the  immemorial  percep- 
tions of  the  East;  it  could  scarcely  be  condemned  as 
an  individual  failing,  though  it  was  none  the  less  hard 
to  eradicate. 

In  spite  of  every  discouragement  Somerton  had 
confidence  in  Rotah  who,  if  bewildered  as  well  as  some- 
what resentful,  yfet  applied  himself  diligently  to  his 
lessons  with  Mr  Maitland,  his  English  tutor,  and  was 
learning  to  comport  himself  as  a  man  and  a  gentleman, 
though  there  were  frequent  scenes  of  rebellion;  and  if 
only  the  trammels  of  the  zenana  did  not  hamper  him 
too  fatally  he  promised  well  for  the  day  when  the 
Government  should  hand  over  to  him  the  managemc:-t 
of  his  State  and  people. 

This  afternoon,  it  must  be  admitted,  the  Rajah  was 
not  in  a  good  humour.  He  looked  sullen  and  injured, 
for  he  had  desired  to  bring  with  him  a  retinue  of  native 
attendants  and  officials,  and  this  Captain  Somerton 
had  prohibited,  since  Mrs  Fleetwood's  party  was  a 
private  entertainment.  Also  he  had  wished  to  arrive 
on  horseback,  which  was  not  permitted  either,  the 
distance  between  the  two  houses  being  trifling.  Rotah 
felt  bitterly  humiliated.  What  must  all  these  servants 
think,  who  were  standing  about  by  the  tea-table,  to 
see  him  arrive  on  foot  and  unattended!  And  the 
English  people,  who  were  running  and  laughing  and 
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behaving  in  such  undignified  fasliion.  would  not  be  in 
the  least  impressed.  He  determined  that  when  once 
he  became  his  own  master  he  would  never  go  an)rwhere 
except  on  an  elephant. 

Then  he  was  obliged  to  answer  Mrs  Fleetwood's 
kindly  welcome,  which  he  did  in  laborious  broken 
English,  but  her  motherly  manner  and  appearance, 
and  her  smiling  face,  soothed  his  outraged  feelings. 
He  stood  beside  her  willingly  enough  while  Captain 
Somerton  deserted  him  and  went  off  to  play  some  game. 
And  now  be  began  to  feel  annoyed  with  himself  as  well 
as  with  Captain  Somerton,  who  had  advised  him  to 
wear  his  new  suit  of  English  flannels  so  that  he  might 
join  in  a  set  of  tennis  or  badminton,  both  of  which  he 
had  learnt  to  play  sufficiently  well.  But  he  had  wil- 
fully clung  to  his  gold  and  purple  brocade  coat  and  his 
fine  muslin  turban,  and  would  have  worn  his  diamond 
aigrette,  too,  had  he  dared.  He  longed  for  a  game 
with  all  the  other  young  peopl?,  but  he  certainly 
could  play  nothing  but  the  pait  of  a  princelet  in 
his  present  costume,  picturesque  and  handsome  as  it 
was. 

The  boy  drew  nearer  to  his  hostess  of  the  benevolent 
countenance,  and  presently  found  himself  trying  to 
tell  her  of  the  new  pony  he  had  bought,  and  how  he 
had  begun  to  play  polo.  Then  he  confided  to  her  that 
he  would  like  to  learn  to  dance  too.  "  English  way." 

but  that  Captain  Somerton  said.  "  No,  not  yet " ^to 

which  in  her  heart  Mrs  Fleetwood  said,  "  Quite  right, 
too!  "  She  had  no  ignorant  prejudices  where  Indians 
were  concerned,  but  she  disapproved  of  their  adopting 
Western  customs  beyond  a  certain  point,  just  as  she 
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would  have  disapproved  of  an  Englishman  adopting 
certain  Eastern  ways.  To  her  it  was  "  not  suitable  " 
that  Orientals  should  dance  with  English  girls  con- 
sidering their  present  attitude  towards  the  Feminine, 
just  as  she  would  have  deemed  it  unsuitable  for  an 
Englishman  to  sit  on  the  floor  or  eat  with  his  iSngers. 
"  What  is  right  for  one  is  wrong  for  the  other,"  she 
would  say  profoundly. 

She  talked  kindly  and  without  a  trace  of  patronage 
to  her  Eastern  guest,  sometimes  using  a  Hindustani 
phrase  or  word,  helping  the  stammering  youth  to  ex- 
press himself  in  both  languages.  So  she  learned  that 
after  this  cold  weather,  when  he  had  been  sufficiently 
instructed  by  Captain  Somerton  in  manners  and  morals, 
and  by  Mr  Maitland  educationally,  he  was  to  go  to  the 
College  at  Ajmere.  Then  he  would  not  arrive  there 
"  too  much  stupid,"  and  might  feel  at  his  ease  with  his 
College  companions.  After  that,  when  he  had  finished 
his  time  at  College,  he  was  to  go  to  England.  He  was 
longing  to  go  to  England  and  see  what  it  was  all 
like. 

"  We  shall  be  off  there  ourselves  very  soon,  Rajah- 
sahib,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  "  and  we  shall  miss  India 
very  much  I  am  sure,  and  our  pleasant  life  out 
here." 

"  Oh,  no,"  said  the  Rajah,  politely  puzzled.  "  In 
England  all  as  you  like— your  own  place— what  is  it- 
country!  " 

He  captured  the  word  triumphantly.  The  cloud 
of  sulky  distress  cleared  away  from  his  beautiful  face, 
and  he  smiled  happily,  still  sheltering  by  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood's side  as  now  she  received  some  late-comers,  in- 
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troduced  one  or  two  people,  and  made  pleasant  little 
farewells. 

It  was  just  then  tha'  Fay  cai-iw  u-?  the  black  kitten 
still  clinging  to  her  sb.nilder  iitteijg  little  mews  of 
protest.  It  spat  irritabU  at  the  R  ijah  as  Fay  shook 
hands  with  him;  and  the  eyes  01  the  two  young  people 
met — the  grey  eyes  of  Europe  and  the  brown  eyes  of 
the  East — in  simultaneous  laughter. 

"  This  cat  is  a  villain,"  said  Fay  in  high-flown 
Hindustani,  "  he  will  do  nothing  that  I  wish,  and  he 
is  rude  to  everj'body." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  turned  from  the  Chaplain's  wife, 
who  was  making  a  voluble  departure,  to  the  curiously- 
contrasted  couple  who  had  begun  an  animated  conver- 
sation concerning  cats. 

"  Fay  dear,"  she  said  sweetly,  "  you  should  talk 
to  the  Rajah  in  English — ^he  is  learning  it  so  fast  and 
getting  on  so  well." 

"  He  understands  his  own  language  best,"  said  Fay. 
perversely,  "  don't  you,  Rajah-sahib?  " 

The  boy  laughed,  showing  exquisite,  china-white 
teeth. 

"  I — ^like — ^to — talk — anj^hing,"  he  said  slowly, 
with  infinite  pains,  "if  I — talk  to — Miss!  " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  nipped  the  budding  compliment 
like  a  sudden  touch  of  frost  on  an  early  seedling. 

"  You  had  better  go  to  the  rescue  of  that  set  of 
badminton,  my  dear,"  she  said,  and  pointed  to  a  wrang- 
ling group  of  people.  "  Apparently  they  can't  arrange 
it  amicably  among  themselves,  and  they  are  one  short 
in  any  case,"  she  laughed  easily. 

Fay  was  ready.    She  enjoyed  taking  part  in  home 
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entertainments.  But  just  for  a  second  she  hesitated. 
Then,  as  if  on  an  impulse,  she  tossed  the  black  kitten 
to  the  astonished  Rajah,  and  left  him  standing  awk- 
wardly, watching  her,  the  spitting,  scratching,  swearing 
little  animal  clutched  heedlessly  in  his  arms. 


CHAPTER  III 


IT  is  possible  to  be  sharply  aware  of  a  sensation, 
pleasant  or  otherwise,  and  at  the  same  time 
powerless  to  define  or  account  for  its  cause.  When 
Fay  saw  Captain  Somerton  arrive  at  her  mother's 
party  embarrassment  assailed  her,  embarrassment  for 
which  she  could  supply  no  valid  reason,  though  a  more 
experienced  human  being  might  have  recognized  it 
as  that  old-fashioned  affliction  termed  shyness.  She 
endeavoured  to  overcome  the  unwelcome  feeling  by 
encouraging  the  annoyance  it  produced,  and  then  felt 
further  exasperated  because  there  was  nothing  in  Cap- 
tain Somerton's  polite  ereeting,  when  they  met  on  the 
outskirts  of  the  gra\  ->nis-courts,  with  which  she 
could  possibly  find  fa.  . 

But  a  moment  later,  as  she  raised  her  eyes  with 
reluctance  to  his  face,  he  actually  winked  at  her, 
winked  unmistakably — an  outrageous  proceeding  that 
gave  her  immediate  and  sufficient  excuse  for  such  furi- 
ous antagonism  as  would  vanquish  the  discomfiture 
of  self-consciousness.  She  displayed  her  feelings  after 
the  manner  of  girls  of  her  age — avoided  his  quizzical 
glance,  put  up  her  nose,  swung  her  thick  tail  of 
hair  with  an  angry  jerk  of  her  head,  and  turned  her 
back,  abruptly,  on  the  smiling,  unrepentant  offender. 
So  that  one  of  the  guests  remarked  in  a  low  voice  to 
another  that  the  youngest  Fleetwood  girl  was  growing 
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insufferably  uppish  and  conceited— just  look  at  ber 
absurd  airs  and  graces!— and  it  was  a  thousand  pities 
to  have  kept  her  in  Ind"  i  so  late. 

But  it  was  only  that  for  some  mysterious,  inex- 
plicable reason  Fay  felt  at  a  disadvantage,  and  tried  to 
cloak  her  unease  with  a  show  of  angry  defiance.  She 
left  the  badminton  set  to  its  fate  and  fled  to  the  house, 
to  the  empty  drawing-room,  where  no  one  could  look 
at  her  and  make  her  feel  uncomfortable,  and  where 
as  she  put  it  with  lofty  indignation  to  herself,  no  one 
could  wink  at  her,  or  stare  her  out  of  countenance. 

The  drawmg-room  was  long  and  narrow,  with  largt 
bow-windows  and  deep  window-seats.    A  white  fur 
rug  lay  before  the  broad  grate  m  which  a  wood  fire 
burned  with  noisy  good  spirits.    There  were  bright,  fat 
silk  cushions  in  the  low  chairs,  the  room  smelt  of  chrys- 
anthemums—yellow,   copper,    white,   pink— clustered 
in  tall  vases,  a  wealth  of  vigorous  growth  and  decided 
colour.    Fay  sniffed  their  wholesome  fragrance,  and 
recalled  a  remark  of  Marion's— that  there  was  so  much 
fresh  common  sense  about  the  smell  of  a  chrysanthe- 
mum.   Then  she  wandered  to  the  shelf  that  held  hex 
father's  collection  of  Indian  books,  chiefly  volumes  on 
sport,  a  subject  that  fascinated  Fay,  but  among  them 
were  also  Bishop  Heber,  and  the  Abb6  Dubois.  Ber- 
nier's  Travels,  Forbes'  Memoirs,  and  Colonel  Skinner, 
besides  one  or  two  books  concerning  the  European 
adventurers  in  Hindustan.    She  loved  them  one  and 
all. 

As  an  imaginative,  impressionable  child  of  twelve 
she  had  come  back  to  India,  bringing  with  her  shadowy, 
exaggerated  recollections  of  her  life  in  that  country 
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up  to  nearly  five  years  old;  recollections  that  were 
more  like  vague,  delightful  dreams  of  long  sunny  hours 
and  a  kind,  fat  ayah  whose  clothes  smelt  of  sandal- 
wood, who  sang  sing-song,  nasal  chants  about  parrots, 
and  squirrels,  and  crows.  Bearers  and  khidmutgors 
also  moved  across  the  scenes,  all  ready  to  pacify  her 
when  she  cried,  anxious  to  amuse  and  obey  her.  There 
had  been  a  chestnut  pony,  and  a  black-and-white  dog, 
and  a  little  chocolate-coloured  native  boy  who  used  to 
come  and  play  with  her,  timorously,  on  the  drugget 
that  was  spread  in  the  shade  of  a  great  tree.  Over- 
head in  the  branches  doves  would  coo,  and  squirrels 
darted  up  the  thick  trunk,  turned  chirruping  half-way, 
and  raced  down  again  to  scamper  over  the  ground  with 
fluffy  tails  waving  high  defiance.  India  had  stood  to 
her  almost  as  heaven  itself  during  the  long,  grey  years 
in  England— first  with  a  family  who  took  charge  of 
"  Indian  children,"  then  at  a  school  for  httle  girls;  and 
as  these  recollections  dimmed  in  her  child-mind,  fancy 
brightened  them,  till  she  scarce  knew,  herself,  if  she 
were  inventing  or  speaking  truth  of  her  baby  days  to 
those  about  her  ignorant  of  the  facts. 

How  exquisitely  it  all  came  back  to  her  when  she 
returned  to  her  paradise,  no  longer  as  a  baby  but  with 
observant,  susceptible  mind — the  language,  the  sur- 
roundings, the  mode  of  daily  life.  How  she  revelled 
in  the  sunshine,  the  perfumes,  the  sounds,  the  long, 
quiet  hours,  the  space,  the  open  doors.  Yet  with  the 
curious  caution  of  extreme  youth  she  took  trouble  to 
conceal  her  love  of  all  things  Indian  because  she  had 
heard  it  said  that  to  keep  her  out  in  India  at  her  age 
was  a  mistake.  Therefore  she  strove  to  prove  that  she 
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was  in  no  way  deteriorating,  dutifully  submitted  to 
the  erratic  teaching  of  her  elder  sisters,  practised  dili- 
gently on  the  long-suffering  piano  of  German  make 
that  journeyed  ,vith  them  up  from  the  plains  and  down 
from  the  hills  twice  a  year.  She  read  French  with  a 
dictionary  and  a  pin,  tried  to  draw,  and  really  contrived 
to  teach  herself  far  more  than  she  ever  learned  from 
the  superior  and  presumably  "  finished  "  Marion  and 
Isabel.  It  was  all  for  the  sake  of  India— that  she  might 
not  be  banished  from  India  back  to  school  life  in  Eng- 
land where  there  was  no  romance,  no  room,  no  time,  no 
colour. 

Now,  at  least,  she  knew  she  could  not  be  sent  home 
before  they  were  all  obliged  to  go,  when  her  father  re- 
tired, next  spring;  and  then,  perhaps,  with  her  own 
people,  in  a  nice  house  in  the  country  such  as  they 
talked  of  taking,  with  Indian  things  around  them,  and 
Indian  friends,  and  old  Gunga— for  Mr  Fleetwood  de- 
clared he  could  not  do  without  Gunga-— it  might  be 
bearable  until  she  waii  old  enough  to  marry  some  man 
who  would  take  her  back  to  India.  Marion  and  Isabel 
were  always  avowing  that  they  would  never  marry 
"Indian  men";  Fay  had  long  ago  determined  she 
would  marry  no  man  whose  profession  did  not  bind 
him  to  the  East. 


With  a  little  sigh  of  pleasure  she  drew  a  thick, 
green-covered  book  from  the  shelf,  Forsyth's  High- 
lands of  Central  India,  and  settled  herself  on  the  sofa 
behind  the  upright  piano,  so  that  if  anyone  should  look 
in  she  might  escape  observation  and  disturbance. 
With  ever  new  delight  she  turned  the  pages,  caressingly. 
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lingering  over  stories  of  tigers  and  wild  buffaloes, 
elephants,  bears,  panthers;  descriptions  of  curious 
jungle  tribes  and  their  wajrs,  their  legends  and  ghost- 
beliefs.  She  flew  in  fancy  above  the  marble  rocks  by 
moonlight,  through  the  mysterious,  mighty  forest, 
over  rugged  ranges  of  low  hills,  and  tracts  of  jungle 
that  held  deserted  cities. 

Enraptured  she  read.  The  gay  crowd  outside  was 
nothing,  she  did  not  notice  the  sound  of  talk  and 
laughter,  did  not  even  hear  two  people  come  into  the 
room  till  one  of  them  spoke.  Then  Fay  recognized 
the  voice  of  Marion — the  throaty,  careless  voice  of 
the  modem  girl  who  yet  is  educated  and  refined. 

Marion  said,  "  Are  you  sure  you  left  it  in  here?  I 
can't  see  it  anywhere,"  and  a  man's  voice  answered. 

Fay  could  not  see  either  speaker;  they  were  hidden 
from  her  by  the  piano,  but  she  knew  it  was  Mr  Gray  who 
answered,  a  man  in  the  police,  personal  assistant  to  the 
Inspector-General,  and  therefore  on  duty,  not  on  leave, 
in  the  hills.  His  voice  sounded  odd,  shaky  and 
vehement. 

"  No,  I  didn't  leave  it  in  here  at  all.  Why  should  I 
put  my  tennis-racket  in  the  drawing-room?  I  only 
said  I  had  because  I  wanted  to  see  you  and  speak  to  you 
alone." 

Fay  knew  that  if  she  moved  Marion  would  be  very 
much  annoyed  to  find  her  there.  She  was  a  little  afraid 
of  Marion,  who  was  so  brisk  and  decided  and  intolerant ; 
therefore  she  thought  only  of  the  consequences  to  her- 
self and  made  no  sign. 

"  Well,  it's  no  use,"  Marion  said,  with  annoyance. 
"  I've  told  you  so  before." 
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Yes,  and  you've  told  me  why,  too.  You  don't 
want  to  marry  a  feUow  whose  work  keeps  him  in  India- 
you  want  to  live  at  home  and  belong  to  what  you  think 
iS  the  world.  India  is  petty,  and  narrow,  and  second- 
rate;  people  are  too  simple  and  commonplace  out  here 
There's  no  life,  only  existence.  That's  what  you've 
told  me,  haven't  you?  " 

There  was  silence  for  a  moment.    Fay  could  hear 
Mr  Gray  s  breathing.    She  could  feel  Marion  controlling 

lid  deli  I* 

"  I  hardly  put  it  as  crudely  as  that,  I  think,"  Marion 
said  presently,  "  but  it  was  more  or  less  what  I  meant 
I  wonder  a  man  can  want  to  keep  a  girl  out  in  a  country 
hke  this  If  he  really  cares  for  her!    Now.  if  I  married 
you  what  should  I  have  to  look  forward  to?    You've 
got  this  appointment,  certainly,  for  another  year  or  two 
but  they  don't  like  married  personal  assistants  and 
you  d  probably  have  to  take  a  district  at  once.    You'd 
get  a  mtle  sweltering  station  somewhere  miles  off  the 
railway.  .  .       The  hot  weather  would  be  unspeakable 
the  cold  weather  would  be  spent  in  touring  about  among 
the  villages,  with  no  one  to  talk  to  and  nothing  for  me 
to  do.    Sometimes  you  might  take  leave  to  the  hills  or 
go  home,  but  there  would  never  be  enough  money  to  do 
thmgs  comfortably.    Your  life  and  your  wife's  would 
be  one  long  grmd.  with  transfer  after  transfer  from 
one  odious  place  to  another,  and  if  you  did  get  a  big 
station  the  living  would  be  expensive  and  the  pos^ 
tion  mdifferent.    A  girl  would  have  to  be  crazy  about 

I  have  dways  hked  you,  but  not  well  enough  to  lead 
that  kmd  of  hfe.    You  put  things  very  disagreeably 
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just  now,  so   you  can't  blame  me    for   doing   the 
same!  " 

Fay  felt  exasperated  with  Marion.  Mr  Gray  was 
"  a  dear,"  always  kind  and  amusing,  and  so  fond  of 
India.  He  knew  everything  there  was  to  be  known 
about  natives  and  their  tendencies,  good  and  bad;  he 
could  tell  such  lovelj  bazaar  stories,  and  really  did 
almost  believe  that  snakes  guarded  treasure,  and  that 
hidden  treasure  "  spoke."  .  .  .  There  was  that  case 
he  once  told  her  about,  where  the  old  woman  called  in 
the  police  because  the  treasure  concealed  in  the  wall 
by  her  next-door  neighbour  r'ade  such  a  noise  all  night 
that  it  kept  her  awake,  though  the  neighbour  denied 
having  treasure  to  hide  anjrwhere;  and  sure  enough 
when  they  cut  through  the  wall  between  the  two  houses 
there  was  a  pot  full  of  gold  mchurs  dating  from  the  days 
of  Shah  Jehan!  .  .  .  Then  Mr  Gray  rode  and  shot 
and  danced  and  played  games  so  well,  and  had  such  a 
marvellous  collection  of  Indian  birds'  eggs.  How 
could  Marion  be  so  horrid  to  such  a  man ! 

What  were  the  two  doing  now?  There  was  com- 
plete silence  between  hem.  Very  cautiously  Fay 
stretched  herself  and  peered  round  the  side  of  the  piano. 
She  saw  Marion  staring  out  of  the  window  and  Mr  Gray 
sitting  on  a  bamboo  chair,  his  elbow  on  his  knee,  his 
chin  in  his  hand,  and  his  eyes  fixed  on  Marion  with  a 
look  in  them  that  made  Fay  feel  very  unhappy. 
Vaguely  it  reminded  her  of  the  eyes  of  Moti,  the 
Tibetan  mastiff,  when  he  was  left  chained  up  and  not 
taken  for  the  walk  he  longed  for  and  expected.  From 
outside  came  clear  soimds  of  voices  and  footsteps  on  the 
gravel,  the  thud  of  tennis-balls  and  the  sharp  tap  of 
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shuttlecocks  driven  to  and  fro  by  the  players.  Mrs 
Fleetwood  was  saying  good-bye  to  somebody  just  out- 
side the  window;  how  little  she  knew  what  was  going 
on  literally  behind  her  back! 

Mr  Gray  got  up.  "  So  I  suppose  that's  final,"  he 
said  in  a  business-like  tone.  "You  don't  want  to 
marry  me,  and  you  would  rather  I  never  asked  vou 
again? "  ^ 

Marion  turned  impulsively.  She  looked  very  fair 
and  frank  with  the  light  on  her  small  head  that  she 
canied  with  such  pretty  dignity.  The  glow  of  the  late 
afternoon  sun  just  touched  her  hair  and  made  it  sparkle 
as  though  atoms  of  gold-leaf  were  sprinkled  on  its  waves. 
She  held  out  her  hand  to  Mr  Gray. 

"  Tom,  do  try  to  understand.  I  v'on't  like  anybody 
better  than  yov,  I  it  I  can't  face  the  life  out  here.  I 
don't  want  to — " 

Marion  really  looked  as  if  she  might  be  going  to  cry  I 
Marion,  who  was  always  so  severe  and  self-possessed, 
and  so  down  on  other  people  who  dared  to  show  their 
feelings— unlike  Isabel,  who  cried  for  nothing. 

"  Tom  "  took  the  hand  she  held  out  and  patted  it. 
"All  right."  he  said  kindly— Fay  thought  his  voice 
sounded  beautiful—"  don't  worry.  I  understand,  my 
dear,  and  I  know  there  is  much  to  be  said  from  your 
point  of  view,  it  is  good  of  you  to  be  honest  with  me. 
But  I  ask  you  to  tell  me  one  thing.  Marion,  the  last 
thing  I  shall  ever  ask  you  of  the  kind— if  you  loved  me 
would  you  risk  the  life?  " 

"Oh!  Tom— I  don't  know."  she  cried  painfully— 
and  just  then  people  came  trooping  and  clattering  into 
the  veranda  and  looking  in  at  the  window,  so  that  with 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


39 


one  accord  Marion  and  Mr  Gray  left  the  drawing-room 
and  joined  the  throng  outside. 

Fay  sat  thoughtful,  her  attention  drawn  from  her 
book  for  the  moment.  What  a  fuss  people  made  about 
wanting,  or  not  wanting,  to  marry  each  othe:.  She 
could  perhaps  understand  Marion  not  wishing  to  marry 
Tom  Gray  in  view  of  her  extraordinary  desire  to  live 
in  England;  but  it  rather  puzzled  Fay  to  account  for 
Mr  Gray's  extreme  anxiety  to  marry  Marion.  She 
pondered  for  a  little  while,  then  returned  wholly  to  the 
jungles. 

But  not  for  long.  Very  soon  someone  else  came  into 
the  room.  Fay  kept  quiet  that  she  might  again  elude 
discovery,  but  presently  a  face  looked  over  the  top  of 
the  piano,  and  to  her  sore  vexation  it  was  the  face  of 
Captain  Somerton. 

"  Hullo!  there  you  are,"  he  said,  and  his  curious 
eyes  were  laughing.  "  I've  brought  you  back  your 
property."  He  held  up  the  black  kitten  by  the  scruf! 
of  '*"  neck,  and  it  spread  out  its  legs  and  mewed,  show- 
iiij,  pink  mouth  with  teeth  like  tiny  fish  bones. 
Lightly  the  man  dropped  it  on  to  his  shoulder  with 
gentle  handling,  and  the  little  creature  rubbed  its  head, 
purring,  against  his  cheek.  Fay's  heart  softened  to- 
wards him.  Anyone  who  was  kind  to  animals  com- 
manded her  respect.  She  almost  forgave  the  offending 
wink,  almost  forgot  the  provoking  discomfiture  the 
sight  of  him  had  caused  her.  She  put  down  her  book, 
but  before  she  could  rise  from  the  sofa  Captain  Somerton 
came  roimd  the  piano  and  seated  himself  beside  her. 

"The  Rajah  was  rather  afflicted  by  the  kitten^s 
company,  it  clung  so  tight.    I  think  he  was  afraid  it 
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wodd  tear  his  best  coat.  So  as  it's  nearly  time  for  us 
to  be  going  I  brought  the  Uttle  person  back  to  you. 
What  do  you  call  it?  " 

"Akbar."  said  Fay.  rather  stiffly,  and  Captain 
bomerton  re-offended  her  by  laughing. 

"  Such  a  big  name  for  such  a  small  thingi  Whv 
d^jou  choose   it?     What    do   you   know   about 

"  I  know  he  was  one  of  the  greatest  men  that  ever 
hved  she  returned  hotly,  as  though  her  companion 
had  abused  the  great  emperor  as  well  as  doubted  her 
knowledge  of  him. 

"  So  he  was.  in  his  own  times  and  way.  but  I  sup- 
pose nowadays  he  would  be  considered  a  tyrant  and 
a  savage.  What  do  you  thmk?  How  about  the  sweet- 
meat box  he  offered  his  friends  with  poisonous  sugar- 
plums m  one  side  and  harmless  ones  the  other,  so  that 
nobody  knew  which  they  had  taken  tiU  five  minutes 
afterwards?  " 

"  Well.  I  am  sure  he  was  careful  only  to  let  the 
poisonous  people  take  the  poisonous  sweets."  argued 
Fay.  "He  punished,  he  didn't  murder;  and  he  could 
always  forgive.  I  think  he  was  very  brave  and  wise 
and  kmd-he  really  hated  killing  people  and  animals 
^d  he  was  so  fond  of  dogs.  How  different  he  wa^ 
from  his  horrid  sons  and  grandsons !  " 

"So  Akb^  is  your  idea  of  a  hero?-a  dreamer  yet 
a  fighter,  tender-hearted  yet  just  and  stem."  He  said 
It  reflectively,  looking  at  her  with  attention.  It  seemed 
to  hun  cunous  that  the  child  should  have  studied  with 
wch  mterest  a  subject  and  period  that  most  young 
people  would  regard  with  indifference  as  "  just  history^ 
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"  And  how  about  Western  heroes—"  he  began,  but 
she  interrupted  him. 

"  Oh!  they  don't  interest  me  in  the  same  way,"  she 
said,  with  nervous  haste.  "  I  don't  know  why— I  can't 
imagine  them  with  gorgeous  clothes  and  jewels  and 
great  armies;  there  wouldn't  be  the  sun  or  the  tents,  or 
the  women's  camps  with  their  guards — and — oh  I  I 
can't  put  it  as  I  mean."  She  moved  impatiently,  and 
began  to  play  with  the  kitten,  that  had  sprung  from 
Captain  Somerton's  shoulder  to  her  own. 

"Why  are  you  so  fond  of  India  and  all  things 
Indian?  "  he  asked  rather  abruptly. 

She  turned  startled  eyes  towards  him.  "Oh!  how 
did  you  know?  " 

He  smiled.  "  Well— people  who  get  up  in  the  dark 
to  go  and  see  the  dawn  on  the  Himalayas,  and  who  only 
like  heroes  who  are  Indian,  and,"  he  took  the  green 
volume  from  her  lap  to  see  the  title,  "  books  that  are 
about  India — "  He  paused,  looking  at  her  with 
friendly  insinuation. 

She  gave  a  little  sigh.  "  I  can't  help  it.  I  love 
India.  I  love  the  people  and  the  language  and  the  life, 
and  the  sun  and — and — the  very  smell  of  it  all.  I  do 
hate  the  thought  of  going  home  next  year.  It  will  be 
so  cramped  and  so  cold,  and  stuffy."  She  laughed 
apologetically  and  looked  out  of  the  window. 

He  followed  her  gaze  and  saw  the  clear  sparkle  of 
the  sunshine,  the  cloudless  blue  of  the  sky,  the  pine 
trees  standing  up  sharp  and  dark,  and  between  their 
trunks  a  vista  of  the  still,  deep  waters  of  a  Himalayan 
lake.  Voices  and  laughter  rang  in  the  windless  quiet 
of  the  air.    It  all  seemed  so  rarefied,  so  far  from  turmoil. 
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so  secure.  He  wondered  if,  this  time  next  year,  Fay's 
outlook  would  be  on  a  noisy  London  street  with  chimney- 
pots instead  of  pine  trees,  a  sullen,  murky  sky  instead 
of  the  exquisite  blue  before  her  now? — and  he  found 
regretful  interest  in  the  suggestion.  What  was  the 
future  to  bring  for  this  queer  little  girl  whose  whole 
bemg  was  obsessed  with  India's  mysterious  spell,  who 
shrank  from  the  very  thought  of  Western  life? 

Again  he  picked  up  the  book  she  had  been  reading. 
It  was  a  favourite  of  his  own,  and  presently  they  were 
discussing  it  with  enthusiasm,  also  others  that  were  on 
the  book-shelf.  He  promised  to  lend  her  more  that  she 
had  not  read — books  on  Indian  folk-lore,  history,  pro- 
blems of  races  and  religions.  Despite  her  youth  and 
her  lack  of  education  he  fotmd  her  singularly  intelligent, 
her  imagination  was  keen  and  vivid,  her  intuition  ahnost 
abnormal  for  her  age. 

Afterwards  they  sat  silent  for  a  space.  The  kitten 
clambered  and  dung  along  the  back  of  the  sofa,  some- 
times reaching  out  a  soft  paw  to  pat  their  shoulders, 
thereby  endangering  its  own  balance.  The  wood  fire 
crackled  and  the  chrysanthemums  gave  forth  their 
"sensible"  aroma.  .  .  . 


Mrs  Fleetwood  came  into  the  room,  conducting  the 
General's  wife  and  Lady  Hobson,  and  a  few  other  ladies 
too  senior  to  play  games,  for  the  sun  meant  soon  to 
set  behind  the  mountains,  and  the  air  was  sharp 
already. 

"Oh I  Captain  Somerton,  here  you  are! — and  Fay 
loo.  I  wondered  where  the  child  had  got  to.  Captain 
Somerton,  don't  encourage  her  to  moon  away  by  herself 
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and  read  books  that  are  no  improvement  to  her  mind. 
She  is  much  too  fond  of  poring  over  all  those  Indian 
books  my  husband  has  collected,  though  he  never  seems 
to  read  them  himself  and  they  had  much  better  be  sold 
or  packed  away  till  we  get  home.  Your  little  Rajah 
was  looking  for  you  just  now,  but  don't  let  him  drag  you 
away  yet — ^we  are  all  coming  indoors  to  get  warm  and 
have  some  sloe-gin." 

Somerton  started  up.  He  had  forgotten  the  Rajah, 
forgotten  that  he  had  only  come  in  to  the  drawing-room 
that  he  might  restore  the  kitten  to  Fay — ^not  to  sit  for 
half  an  hour  talking  to  her  on  the  sofa!  He  gave  a 
sUght  laugh  of  wonderment. 

"Good  heavens!"  he  exclaimed.  "I'd  forgotten 
the  time.  Rotah's  tutor  will  be  swearing.  He  takes 
the  boy  for  something  every  evening  before  dinner — 
we  shall  be  late,  and  I  shall  be  in  disgrace  with  Maitland. 
Rotah  will  come  in  and  say  good-bye,  Mrs  Fleetwood, 
rU  go  and  fetch  him." 

He  went  out  and  presently  returned  with  his  charge, 
who  made  an  awkwardly  ceremonious  farewell,  shaking 
hands  elaborately;  had  he  only  salaamed  his  departure 
would  have  been  natural  and  graceful.  His  brilliant 
eyes  glanced  with  quick  flashes  about  the  room  till  they 
rested  on  Fay  still  sitting,  doubtful,  on  the  sofa,  and  he 
hastened  towards  her. 

"  Good-a-bye,  Miss,"  he  said,  and  held  out  a  supple, 
brown  hand,  lean  and  cold.  He  bowed  and  bowed 
again.    "  A  cat  will  come,"  he  added. 

Fay  stood  up  and  shook  hands  with  him.  She 
nodded  and  smiled  and  pointed  to  the  black  kitten  that 
was  clinging  to  the  drapery  half-way  up  the  back  of  the 
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piano     But  Rotah  shook  his  head  and  wagged  his 
hand  from  the  wrist  in  protest.  ^^ 

"Noh-noh!"  he  stammered.  Then  burst  into  his 
own  language,  smooth  and  rich  and  Uquid  telline  her 
that  a  Persian  kitten  of  the  purest  breed  sh;uwt's^nt 
to  her  a.  a  gift  from  his  humble  and  worthl^  Sf^ 
white  kitten  three  times  as  beautiful  as  her  prese^^^ 

SI  ?""  ^i"":  ^  '^'  '^y'  ^d  ^  two  indies  tS 
Fay  clapped  her  hands. 

HinZ?'  .^°"  f\  f^'  Rajah-sahib."  she  replied  in 
Hmdustam.    "  I  shaU  be  so  pleased." 

Later  on  when  all  the  guests  had  gone  Mrs  Fleet- 

Zfo^^Hl'^'^"^^'"'^^^^'"-    Itwasahomdy. 
comfortable  room,  pink  and  white,  and  dean  and  restf^ 
Uke  Its  occupant.    A  wdl-fiUed  medidne  cupS 
stood  m  one  comer,  for  among  the  natives  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood  was  credited  ,^th  possessing  "  the  healing  hand." 
^d  therefore  her  bedroom  veranda  was    frequendv 
besieged  by  sufferers.    Not  only  did  her  own  s^'^t 
msh  to  her  when  they  were  ill,  but  thefr  frien^^d 
relations  came  also,  as  wdl  as  other  people's  s^n^a^ 
stray  coohes.  and  wandering  pedlars     Reme^^^' 
ministered  by  her  hand  were  a^onnf^H  o      •       , 
and  certain  cure.  accounted  a  nuraculous 

She  sat  now  in  a  chintz-covered  chair,  a  warm 
dre^mg-gown  wrapped  about  her;  on  her  feet  ^ 
qmlted  satm  shppers.  and  she  was  knitting  sometS 
with  long  wooden  needles  and  loose,  soft  woS? 
havmg  a  rest  after  the  exertions  of  the  aftemin 
Fay  dear."  she  inquired.  "  what  was  the  Tuna 
Rajah  saying  to  you  before  he  left?  "  ^  ^ 
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"  He  said  he  was  going  to  send  me  a  lovely  white 
Persian  kitten,  mvunmy.  Won't  it  be  a  joy  I  Do  you 
think  I  could  take  it  home  with  me  when  we  go  next 
year?  " 

She  went  to  the  dressing-table  and  put  on  all  her 
mother's  rings  and  brooches  and  bracelets,  contem- 
plating the  effect,  with  satisfaction,  in  the  mirror. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  ceased  to  knit.  "  My  dear,"  she 
said  a  little  constrainedly,  "  you  have  a  kitten  already. 
You  don't  want  another." 

"  Oh!  but  this  will  be  such  a  beauty.  The  Rajah 
said  so.  And  I  do  love  cats;  you  know  how  "  love 
them!" 

"Yes,  but  Fay— listen  to  me,  darling.  I  don't 
think  daddy  would  like  you  to  accept  presents  from  the 
Rajah."  She  hesitated,  distressed,  puzzled  as  to  how 
she  should  convey  her  meaning. 

Fay's  eyes  opened  wide.  They  looked  almost 
black  instead  of  grey  in  the  lamp-Ught.  "  Why  not?  " 
she  demanded. 

"  Well,  you  see,  it  doesn't  do  for  English  girls  to 
take  presents  from — from  men — " 

"  But  Marion  and  Isabel  are  alwa}^  taking  flowers 
and  sweets  and  puppies  and  things — " 

"  Very  likely,  but  from  men  of  our  own  coimtry  and 
from  bachelors."  She  caught  with  relief  at  a  sudden 
idea.  "  The  Rajah  is  a  married  man,  you  know.  And 
his  ideas  about  age  in  a  girl  are  not  quite  the  same  as 
ours.    You  would  seem  to  him  quite  grown  up." 

"  Oh!  should  I?  "  said  Fay,  and  she  preened  her- 
self, rather  gratified,  shaking  the  bracelets  on  her 
wrists  and  flashing  the  rings  in  the  lamp-Ught.    "  All 
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the  same  I  don't  see  the  harm  in  his  giving  me  a  kitten. 
What  am  I  to  do  if  it  comes?    Send  it  back?  " 

"  WeU  well,  for  once  I  don't  suppose  it  can  matter." 
said  Mre  Fleetwood  with  reluctance.  "  But  you  mu^t 
not  let  him  give  you  anything  else—" 

"  M  right."  agreed  Fay.  "  but  I  wish  somebody 
woiJd  give  me  rmgs  and  a  pink  topaz  necklace  " 

She  opened  her  mother's  jewel^ase  and.  fingering 
the  contents,  forgot  the  Rajah  and  the  kitten. 


CHAPTER  IV 

WHEN  the  heat  declined  in  the  plains  below  and 
the  unhealthy  after-steam  of  the  rainy  season 
no  longer  likened  the  atmosphere  to  that  of  a  forcing- 
house — ^when,  in  the  Himalayas,  coming  winter  shor- 
tened daylight  and  bit  the  air  with  chill  sharpness, 
Pahar  Tal  became  deserted  by  the  majority  of  Euro- 
pean sojourners.  Only  a  very  small  proportion 
remained  in  the  hills,  on  duty,  after  the  summer  was 
over. 

Now  the  roads  were  thronged  with  moving  crowds 
of  coolies  bearing  packing-cases,  luggage,  pianos,  every 
conceivable  form  of  burden,  bound  for  the  railway 
station  at  the  foot  of  the  mountains.  The  air  re- 
sounded with  their  vociferations  as  they  "  loaded  up  " 
in  the  various  compounds.  They  would  argue,  ex- 
postulate, quarrel  and  bargain,  in  loud,  shrill  tones; 
while  distracted  servants  cuffed  and  pushed  and  bribed 
and  remonstrated  till  pandemonium  seemed  every- 
where. Most  of  the  coolies  were  Mongolian  in  t)^, 
some  were  true  Tibetans,  with  fiat  faces  and  slits  of 
eyes,  dangling  black  locks  and  ruddy  cheeks,  their 
clothing  loose,  filthy  wraps,  and  little  round  caps 
peaked  like  a  jelly-bag.  With  harrowing  groans  and 
cries  the  lightest  as  well  as  the  heaviest  burdens  were 
lifted,  there  were  piteous  complaints,  much  ostenta- 
tious staggering,  yet  eventually  the  most  incredible 
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loads  would  be  carried  off  as  though  no  more  than  mere 
paper  parcels,  the  muscles  of  stout,  sturdy  limbs  stand- 
ing out  hke  twists  of  iron. 

In  the  Fleetwoods'  compound  Gunga  held  cupreme 
and  fierce  command.  For  the  past  two  days  noise  and 
tumult  had  contmued  here  just  as  it  had  continued  in 
other  compounds,  according  to  the  amount  of  Wga«e 
to  be  conveyed  down  the  hill,  but  at  last  there  remSned 
^y  the  cooh^  required  for  the  conveyance  of  pereonal 
belongmgs.    Mr  Fleetwood  had  left  a  fortnight^o  for 

^th  h^  r'^'v.^  the  plains.  He  never  tra^eUed 
^th  h«  family  ,f  he  could  avoid  doing  so.  and  his  wife 
on  such  occasions  was  glad  of  his  absence.    She  said 

exacted  more  attention  than  the  whole  of  them 
put  together.  Mrs  Fleetwood  accepted  the  fact  that 
coolies  were  notoriously  exasperating,  and  she  expected 
nothing  else;  whereas  her  husband  would  eitheTdis- 
miss  them  altogether,  which  entailed  the  trouble  of 
replacing  them,  or  else  he  would  alarm  them  into  flight 
from  which  no  blandishments  would  recaU  them  pro- 
bably rendermg  it  impossible  to  coUect  others  in  their 

fril'  Z  *^r  ^  ^  '"''*^'  ^^  mysterious  method 
of  boycott  all  over  India  that  can  cause  infinite 
mconvemence  and  annoyance  once  it  is  set  in 
motion.  ^ 

Therefore  Mrs  Fleetwood  sat  patient  and  imper- 
turbable  m  her  "  dandy."  a  canoe-shaped  convey^ce 
with  wooden  frame,  cross-poles  and  comfortable  seat 
ready  to  l^  borne  down  the  hill  when  the  last  cooUe- 
load  should  have  started.  Gunga  knew  better  than  to 
allow  stragglers  behind  the  party.    Over  her  head  she 
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held  a  green-lined  tussore  umbrella,  and  a  book  lay  in 
her  lap.  It  was  pleasant  in  the  sunshine  of  the  autumn 
morning,  though  an  icy  sparkle  pervaded  its  golden 
light.  The  very  air  was  a-glitter,  the  sky  glacier  blue; 
there  seemed  a  sense  of  brilliant,  heartless  farewell  in 
the  atmosphere,  a  sort  of  dismissal  to  those  who  had 
come  to  India  not  to  encounter  cold  and  frost  and 
snow,  such  as  here  would  presently  reign,  but  to  meet 
conditions  of  life  in  the  vast,  teeming  plains,  to  have 
contact  with  that  multitude  below,  the  people  of  India, 
who  are  India  itself— who  are  as  an  army  to  an 
individual  compared  with  the  dwellers  in  hill 
regions. 

Marion  and  Isabel  also  sat  in  their  canoe-shaped 
conveyances,  counterparts  of  Mrs  Fleetwood's.  White 
veils  over  their  large  hats  shielded  their  pretty  skins 
and  bright  hair  from  sun  and  dust;  but  their  umbrellas 
moved  restlessly,  they  fidgeted  in  their  seats,  im- 
patient to  make  a  start. 

"What  on  earth  are  we  waiting  for?"  Marion 
twisted  herself  round  and  looked  behind  her  at  the 
debris  of  straw  and  paper  that  littered  the  ground,  at 
the  two  ayahs  sitting  awk%vardly  in  their  dandies'  at 
Fay's  brown  pony  waiting  ready  saddled,  at  old  Gunga 
who  had  just  started  off  th2  last  coolie  with  a  tifl&n- 
basket  balanced  on  his  head.  The  coolie  waltzed 
round  and  round  on  his  way  down  the  path  to  shout 
final  objections  and  protestations  at  the  severe  old 
bearer. 

"  Gunga,  what  is  the  delay?  "  demanded  Marion 
"  Where  is  the  Miss-baba?  " 

"  Hai-ai! "  said  Gunga,  and  hastened  towards  the 
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back  of  the  house.  "  In  seeing  to  the  tiflfin-basket  and 
that  fool  of  a  cooUe  did  I  forget  the  Miss-baba  and 
her  cats-tch!  tchi "  He  disappeared  behind  the 
bungalow. 

''  There  now."  grumbled  Marion.  "  those  beastly 
kittens  of  Fay's  are  keeping  us  all  sitting  here  in  the 
sun.  and  probably  we  shall  have  to  hurry  to  catch 
the  train.     What  a  nuisance  children  are  with  their 

"  You're  just  as  bad  about  that  mangy  puppy 
Captam  Dacre  gave  you."  Isabel  said  peevislJy 
I,    ?\^^}'^  different;  and  anyway  I  sent  him  on 
ahead  with  the  other  dogs.    He  hasn't  got  mange-it's 
only  that  he's  so  well  bred  his  skin  is  irritable.'' 

"The  effect  is  the  same-he  looks  moth-eaten" 
persisted  Isabel. 

But  the  argument  between  the  sisters  was  stilled 
by   the   somid   of  Fay's   clear  young   voice   calling 

from  the  high  br^ches  of  a  cypress  tree,  where  clung 
a  white  Persian  kitten,  having  rushed  frantically  aloft 
in  a  spasm  of  fear  caused  by  the  general  noise 
and    confusion.     Gunga's   hoarse    old   voice   chimed 

Zrat'  ^''''~"''   ''"    ^''''   '"*'  ^^ 

.  "^^'l^/'P^^^f'"  s^d  Marion.  "  Louisa  will  have 
to  be  left  behmd.  I  wish  the  Rajah  had  never  given 
^er^the  creature.    And  /  ^isa  too-«uch  a  name  for  a 

f»,.  "^^i  T  uf^'^  ^""^"^  ^"^  ^^^''  objected 
^gentle  Isabel.    "  Fay  would  cry  her  eyes  ou  .  and 

besides  It  would  be  so  cruel.    Look  at  mother     i  be 
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lieve  she'd  sit  there  till  Doomsday  and  hear  nothing. 
Mother!"  * 

,        "  Yes.  dear?  " 

I       "  Louisa  has  rushed  up  a  tree.    What  are  we  to  do? 
—we  shall  never  get  her  down." 

"How  tiresome!"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  placidly. 
"  Perhaps  if  someone  fetched  a  saucer  of  milk " 

But  just  then  Fay  and  Gunga  came  round  the  comer 
of  the  house  in  breathless  triumph,  the  white  kitten 
perched  on  her  mistress's  shoulder;  and  soon  "  Louisa  " 
was  safe  with  Akbar  in  a  basket  which  was  consigned 
to  one  of  the  ayahs'  dandies. 

"  You  ought  to  have  seen  that  both  cats  were  caught 
and  shut  up  last  night,"  said  Marion,  severely. 

Fay  was  flushed  and  agitated.  She  had  begun 
actually  to  fear  she  might  be  forced  to  leave  Louisa 
clinging  to  the  tree,  far  out  of  human  reach,  mewing 
and  terrified,  to  die  of  starvation.  Also  her  heart  -"- 
sick  and  sore  with  leaving  Pahar  Tal  for  the  last  tim?. 
The  reproaches  of  Marion  afflicted  her  as  a  dire  climaic. 
Poor  Fay  shed  tears  involuntarily. 

"No,  no,  Miss-baba,  do  not  weep,"  soothed  rid 
Gunga.  "  Do  not  be  troubled.  AU  is  well.  Get  on 
the  pony  and  we  will  start  at  once." 

He  obtained  some  last  instructions  from  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood, gave  the  word  for  the  men  to  lift  the  dandies, 
and  himself  fell  back  to  the  rear  of  the  procession  to 
mount  a  small,  cow-hocked  pony  hired  to  carry  him 
down  the  hill.  Gunga's  horsemanship  always  amused 
Fay.  His  skinny  brown  legs  stuck  out  on  either  side 
of  the  clumsy  native  saddle,  and  his  loose  shoes  looked 
as  if  they  must  drop  off.    He  kept  his  balance  pre- 
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carioudy  and  waved  a  stick  aloft  in  a  threatening 
manner.  The  saddle  almost  turned  romid  as  he 
mounted.  Gunga  saved  himself  by  a  miracle,  and  Fay, 
seated  lightly  on  her  pony,  laughed  now  instead  of 
shedding  tears. 

Then  they  all  filed  down  the  hill-road— Mrs  Fleet  wcx)d 
leading  the  way,  Marion  and  Isabel  following;  Fay 
behind  them  on  th-i  brown  pony;  the  ayahs  being  jolted 
purposely  by  their  coolie-bearers,  for  m  India,  as  all  the 
world  over,  the  lower  classes  dislike  doing  service  for 
their  own  kind.  Finally  came  Gunga.  wobbling  on  his 
mount,  looking  anjtiously  ahead  to  make  certain  that 
the  coolies  in  charge  of  the  personal  luggage  were  not 
lagging  or  concealing  themselves  round  comers. 

Fay's  heart  grew  more  sad  as  they  left  the  station 

behind  them.    She  gazed  back  at  the  rippling  lake  and 

the  white  houses  clinging  to  the  mountain-sides,  and  the 

rough  hill-peaks  rising  into  the  bright  blue  heavens. 

Would  she  ever  see  it  aU  again?    The  fairies  would  stfll 

dance  on  the  hill-tops,  spirits  and  ghosts  would  swee. 

through  the  valleys,  the  sun  would  rise  wondrous*^ 

over  the  snows— and  soon  she  would  be  so  far  away  froiii 

it,  cut  off  from  India  altogether.    She  nearly  cried 

again,  but  Marion  kept  calling  questions  to  her— where 

had  she  packed  this?  what  had  she  done  with  the  other? 

was  she  sure  she  had  left  nothing  behind  ?     So  that  Fay 

was  forced  to  control  her  tears,  and  find  comfort  in  the 

reflection  that  six  m-nths  still  remained  to  her  before 

the  final  severance  froin  the  beloved  land. 

The  progress  downhill  was  consoling  also.  The 
softer,  warmer  air  as  they  descended,  the  tangle  of 
creepers,  the  yellow  and  bronze  of  the  mosses  and  ferns 
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growing  on  the  tree  trunks  and  branches,  the  changing 
colours  of  the  foliage — it  all  filled  her  with  pleasure. 
There  was  the  melody  of  water  falling,  the  sun  slanting 
across  the  roadway,  and  the  shrill  song  of  the  cicala 
that  caused  a  silence  almost  startling  when  for  a  few 
moments  it  ceased.  They  had  a  picnic  luncheon  spread 
on  moss-covered  boulders,  and  Marion  did  not  scold 
and  Isabel  made  no  complaints ;  and  Fay  was  hungry, 
so  that  she  foimd  the  meal  pleasant,  too,  and  it  helped 
to  hearten  her. 

In  less  than  a  week  they  were  all  settled  in  their  big 
plains  bungalow,  settled  as  completely  as  if  they  had 
never  been  away.  It  was  a  fine  old  building  that  had 
seen  many  Commissioners  come  and  go  since  days  long 
previous  to  the  Mutiny— raised  on  a  high  plinth,  with  a 
flat  roof  and  deep  verandas  supported  by  massive  pillars ; 
an  imposing  portico;  and  a  small  v'llage  of  stables  and 
servants'  quarters.  There  was  a  swunming-bath  in  the 
vast  compound,  an  orange-grove,  and  the  ruins  of  an 
elephant  stable.  Down  at  the  far  end,  in  the  shade  of 
some  splendid  shisham  trees,  rested  a  group  of  white 
masonry  tombs  of  different  sizes,  decayed,  neglected, 
inscriptionless,  their  histories  long  ago  forgotten — a 
sai  little  comer,  relic  perhaps  of  some  bygone  tragedy 
of  sudden  death  in  the  old  helpless  times  when  India 
claimed  her  English  victims  wholesale,  without 
mercy,  unhindered  by  the  alleviations  of  modem 
progress. 

The  house,  within,  was  comfortable  and  well 
furnished;  rich  jail-rnade  carpets  were  permitted  by 
Marion  and  Isabel,  but  rather  counteracted  by  English 
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beds,  tables  and  chaire.  and  fenders  with  fire-irons  to  the 
grates  unnecessary  as  ^.^  as  unusual  since  the  fuel 
was  always  wood.  Mrs  Heetwood's  favourite  resting- 
place  was  the  drawing-room  veranda.  Shesattherea 
great  deal.  read,  wrote  letters,  knitted,  saw  what  was 
going  on  in  the  garden,  and  tended  her  plants  that 
stood  m  a  bright  row  along  the  edge  of  the  plinth 
scenting  the  air  deliciously. 

She  was  reading  the  advertisement  colunms  of 
iA«  iWr  this  morning,  as  uoi.  her  usual  habit,  not 
that  she  wished  to  buy  anything,  but  she  always  de- 
clared the  perusal  gave  her  so  much  information  con- 
cernmg  the  movements  of  her  friends  that  she  invari- 
ably looked  at  the  advertisement  columns  after  the 
Enghsh  telegrams.    They  told  her  who  were  going 
home.  •  y  the  list  of  household  effects,  tents,  hors^ 
saddJery,  etc..  for  sale;  who  had  just  come  back  from 
furlough  by  the  lists  of  wants;   who  were  retiring  or 
only,  maybe,  extra  hard  up  by  the  advertising  of  such 
possessions  as  would  be  retained,  ordinarily,  whether 
the  owner  were  taking  leave  or  not.    It  was  absorbing 
also,  to  note  the  value  people  put  on  their  proper^' 
especially  if  one  knew  the  articles  !-and  anonj^ous 
advertisers  could    generally  be  guessed  at.   or  sus- 
pected. 

This  was  Mrs  Fleetwood's  hour  of  peace  and  relaxa- 
tion after  her  housekeeping  duties  were  over  and  neces- 
sary letters  had  been  written.  She  had  visited  the 
kitchen--it  is  a  fallacy  to  suppose  that  the  Anglo- 
India^  lady  never  enters  her  kitchen,  though  doSt- 
less  there  are  many  exceptions  who  would  neglect  such 
duties  m  any  country  or  climate;  who  are  too  fatally 
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anxious  to  boast,  when  they  return  to  their  natural 
surroundings,  that  in  India  they  lived  the  lives  of 
princesses,  so  conveying  an  erroneous  impression  of 
the  English  woman's  tendencies  in  the  East,  Whereas 
the  conscientious  "mem-sahib"  has  no  easy  task  in 
exacting  cleanliness,  regularity,  and  order  throughout 
her  household  arrangements. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  had  also  inspected  the  fowl-house, 
the  stables,  the  dogs,  the  cows,  and  the  garden,  dis- 
playing experience  and  interest  in  each  department, 
so  receiving  excellent  and  willing  service  from  people 
who,  left  to  their  own  responsibility,  would  allow  every- 
thing to  deteriorate.  Fay  accompanied  her  mother  on 
these  daily  rounds.  She  enjoyed  the  bright  mornings 
with  all  the  long  door-windows  open,  the  wide  lawns 
sparkling  with  dew,  the  animated  atmosphere  in  the 
compound,  the  gathering  of  flowers  for  the  house — 
masses  of  roses,  brilliant  creepers,  sweet-scented  English 
blossoms,  and  tall  grasses  of  delicate  shape  and 
shade. 

There  was  to  be  a  dinner-party  to-night,  and  the 
flower-vases  were  all  placed  ready,  fUled  with  fresh 
water,  for  the  young  ladies  to  arrange.  Fay  and  her 
sisters  were  busy  with  them  now,  at  what  they  called 
the  "  scrag  end  "  of  the  veranda,  while  Mrs  Fleetwood 
read  The  Pioneer  advertisements  undisturbed  at  the 
other,  the  "  best  end." 

But  it  was  nearly  twelve  o'clock,  and  presently 
people  would  be  calling,  after  the  senseless  Anglo- 
Indian  custom  ordaining  that  visits  shall  be  paid  during 
the  hottest  portion  of  the  twenty-four  hours — a  relic 
of  John  Company  manners  which,  oddly,  did  not  dis- 
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appear  with  blue  coats  and  brass  buttons  and  dinner 
in  the  afternoon.  The  Fleetwood  ladies  were  ac- 
customed to  hold  a  species  of  levee  at  this  period  of  the 

Mr  Fleetwood  usually  came  back  from  his  office  for 
luncheon.  This  morning  he  brought  a  man's  visiting- 
card  with  hmi  into  the  veranda  where  his  wife  and 
daughters  were  recovering  from  two  hours  of  poUte 
but  exhausting  conversation  with  an  uninterrupted 
stream  of  callers.  He  threw  the  card  into  his  A^Jfe's 
lap,  then  stretched  hknself,  yawning  wearily,  for  work 
was  exceptionally  heavy  just  now.  He  was  a  dis- 
tmguished-looking  man,  with  plentiful  grey  hair  and 
a  sun-dned  skin;  he  stooped  a  little  from  long  hours 
at  office  tables  and  in  the  saddle,  but  he  was  weU- 
preserved.  and  his  blue  eyes,  like  his  wife's,  were  keen 
and  bnght, 

Mrs  Fleetwood  picked  up  the  card.  "  '  Sir  Rowland 
Curtice,  she  read  aloud.  "  He  lives  at  Batch  Hall 
in    Norfolk,   and  belongs   to  Arthur's  Club.      Who 

clrd?'"'^^^'~^^  ^^^  ^^^^  ^°"  brought  us  his 
'•  A  globe-trotter?  "  said  Marion,  and  looked  at  the 
card,  over  her  mother's  shoulder,  with  interest. 
J',  y^-  ^^  ^^^^  at  my  office  this  morning  with 
official  mtroductions.  and  I've  asked  him  to  dSie  to- 
mght.      We've    other    people    coming,    didn't    you 

'•It    will  make   us    thirteen!"    said    Mrs   Fleet- 
wood. 

"  Never  mind,  send  a  note  over  to  the  Taylors  " 
was  Marion's  prompt  suggestion,  "  and  ask  them  to 
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come  and  to  bring  one  of  the  giris.    What  is  he  like, 

dad?  " 

"Oh!  just  like  anybody  else.    One  nose,  two  eyes, 

and,  I  think,  a  beard." 

"  A  beard  ?  " 

"  Well,  I'm  not  sure.  I  didn't  look  at  him  much. 
I   was   so    busy.      Anyway   we    must   be   civil   to 

him." 

"  Of  course,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  amiably;  and 
after  luncheon  she  sent  for  the  butler  and  the  cook, 
and  made  necessary  additions  to  the  dinner  and  the 

table. 

That  evening,  as  thev  waited  in  the  drawing-room 
for  the  guests  to  arrive,  Mrs  Fleetv  ood  remarked  that 
she  hoped  Sir  Rowland  would  not  feel  uncomfortable 
facing  a  lot  of  people  he  had  never  seen  before  and  knew 
nothing  about. 

"Why  on  earth  should  he!"  scoffed  Marion. 
"  He  will  probably  consider  himself  far  superior 
to  any  of  us,  or  indeed  to  anybody  he  could  meet  in 
India,  and  will  expect  us  to  feel  awkward  in  his 
presence! " 

"  Don't  be  silly,  dear,"  was  her  mother's  mild 
rebuke.  "  If  he  is  like  that  most  people  in  India  would 
certainly  be  far  too  good  for  him  I " 

So  Mrs  Fleetwood  received  her  stranger-guest  with 
cordial  consideration  ("  As  if,"  whispered  Isabel,  "  he 
was  a  shy  child  at  a  party!  "),  with  the  kind  geniality 
of  manner  that  gained  for  her  so  much  popularity  and 
so  many  friends. 

To  the  girls'  disgust  there  was  no  mistake  about  the 
beard,  but  it  was  quite  short  and  trim  and  inoffensive, 
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and  of  a  nice  golden-brown.    Then  he  wore  pince-nez 
too,  which  was  a  pity.    Otherwise,  they  decided,  he 
^  not  bad-looking,  though  he  gave  an  impression 
of  exaggerated  sleekness.    His  skin  had  the  smooth 
shme  of  wa^,  his  hair,  lying  flat  to  his  head,  reflected 
the  light,  his  collar  and  shirt  had  obviously  been 
dressed     m  London,  his  eye-glasses  glittered,  there 
was  neither  speck  nor  flaw  upon  his  person.    He 
amved  mto  the  midst  of  a  typical  Anglo-Indian  gather- 
ing with  mterested  curiosity,  and  began  to  say  so  to 
his  hostess. 

"  I  have  to  thank  you.  dear  lady,  for  giving  me  my 
first  opportunity  of  seeing  the  real  Anglo-Indian  at 
home!  So  far.  my  experience  has  been  confined  to 
Bombay,  where  I  am  sure  one  might  as  well  be  in  Eng- 
land-the  yacht-club,  taxi-cabs.  miUionaire  merchants 
on  Malabar  Hill  for  one's  hosts-natives  in  European 
dress !    I  hardly  felt  I  was  in  the  East  at  all  " 

Mr  Fleetwood  came  forward.    "  I  hope  we  shaU  not 
strike  you  as  being  too  much  of  a  contrast."  he  said 
with  mock  humility.    "  I  am  afraid  our  ways  are  ven) 
rough  up-country."  ^ 

Sir  Rowland  looked  round  the  spacious,  comfort- 
ably furnished  room.  He  saw  a  grand  piano  and  a 
beautiful  carpet,  deep  chairs  covered  with  chintz  taU 
pahns  and  flowers  and  plenty  of  ornaments,  new  books 
and  the  latest  weekly  papers. 

"  Apparently  not! "  he  said  with  indulgent  good- 
humour.  "  I  should  say  you  are  ahnost  as  bad  as 
Bombay!  Ha!  hal— though  certainly  I  drove  here 
from  the  hotel  in  an  extraordinary  vehicle  resembling 
a  box,  drawn  by  the  most  wretched  ponies,  and  driven 
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by  a  dilapidated  creature  who  shouted  the  whole  way 
at  the  top  of  hb  voice  whether  there  was  anything 
blocking  Uie  road  or  not!  " 

They  all  laughed  politely,  and  Sir  Rowland  irradi- 
ated benevolence.  He  seemed  a  little  crestfallen, 
though,  when  he  discovered  he  was  not  to  take  his 
hostess  into  dinner,  but  only  her  eldest  daughter. 
Marion  observed  his  covert  disapproval  and  proceeded 
to  explain,  as  they  sat  down  to  the  table,  that  in  India 
people  went  in  to  dinner  according  to  their  official  rank 
only,  and  that  as  the  General  and  his  wife  were  present 
only  the  General  could  take  in  the  hostess,'  as  being  the 
most  senior  official  guest.  This  mollified  Sir  Rowland 
somewhat,  and  he  found  further  comfort  in  abusing 
the  hotel  at  which  he  was  staying. 

"  The  beds,"  he  said,  "  are  most  peculiar— -without 
springs  or  wire  mattresses;  there  is  prickly  matting  on 
the  floors,  and  the  bathing  arrangements  are,  to  say 
the  least  of  it,  primitive!  The  food,  too,  is  anything 
but  appetizing !  "  He  picked  up  the  menu  and  scanned 
it  greedily.  The  soup,  at  any  rate,  had  promised  well 
for  the  remainder  of  the  feast. 

"  And  may  I  ask  why  you  have  come  out  to  India?  " 
Marion  inquired  with  civil  interest. 

"Oh!  I  wished  to  do  a  little  travelling,"  he  replied 
airily,  "  and  I  had  been  reading  a  great  deal  about 
India— so  I  thought  I  should  like  to  see  the  place,  also 
to  ascertain  for  myself  the  truth  of  the  assertion  that 
the  country  is  crushed,  the  natives  ill-used,  and  the 
officials  corrupt  and  cruel,  living  in  the  lap  of  luxury. 
Certainly  in  Bombay  luxury  appeared  to  be  paramount, 
but  then  I  only  saw  Government  House,  and  the  houses 
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^^Z:Z^^\^^-  -  I  find  they  are 
of  the  count,;     r^"^*"  f  ***  the  go™»i,e„t 

and  civilians  have  a  ve^:f,tr/!f'  "'^*  »'*«" 
themselvesl  Now,  ferfC'  f^, '*  T^""^  ««> 
and  civilians,  «,  ^^^T^u^  ?  I^5f  ^^  "f  soldier 
partijQly  „  i^  "aps     shaJl  be  able  to  judge  im- 

yet"l'ill'tS"^"^°'aL""^.='"^  "^«'  '^.• 
^j^  J-   mg  nis  close  association  with  English 

£rt^7o:;rtreTa^r^"^i'-ess 

r-^^s«:i^'iSg-sH£f- 

them,  none  of  the  women  CeiewZ*,       "*  "^  »' 
ccpt  perhaps  the  Genera's  vSe'^t  "J  ?''  ™'"<'  "■ 
Pen<lant;  yet  thev  werTl  •      ,     °  ''*''  *  <Jiamond 
men,  and  tte  ^bmy^r^^t^'f''  »<•  ^entle- 
of  stiffness  without  vl^^fi^^'f""^''*.  «helack 
conducive  to  a  plealZ "./^^  u"*'''  "'^  ««ainly 
felt  mclined  to  iSeTll^"'''''"*-    ^^^  ^"^ 
a-  he  was  consu^^^"  ^^  ^'«y.  especiaUy 
tasted  since  he  left  BoSv  ^f/?^,  ""  "^^  '^  "»« 
Panion  beside  him     ^^'"^    ^?/  P«'ty  com- 
and  decideu  thaT^e  w^  .^^'f  "«*  Marions  profile. 
She  hardly  answ^This^^^"^-'*"^  8^'" 
an  Anglo-Indian  young  womar^rT."  """""^  <" 
to  be  spoUt,  conci^ted,^or  °^„„,^'''  f^  ""'  ^P^ 

ten.  fest  in  a  dangerous  d!:Sing„::,^rr  "  "'  ""^^ 

She  turned  to  him  an,!  ,t.*  ?■  ' 

Pol^hed  marbles  tZ^lT^^'''''  *^  >*« 
Are  you  fond  of  riding?  .^^q^ 
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For  a  moment  he  did  not  answer.  He  was  repeating 
to  himself:  "  Yes — she  is  slender  and  well-mannered, 
with  an  air  of  youth  and  vitality  about  her,  and  not  a 
hint  of  fastness."    Then  he  said  aloud: 

"Oh!  I  like  it  well  enough.  I  ride  most  mornings 
in  London  for  the  sake  of  my  liver." 

"  Then  you  live  in  London? "  Marion's  heart 
warmed  towards  him.    "  How  delightful!  " 

"  Well,  I  suppose  it's  the  best  place,  if  you've  no 
particular  object  in  living  anywhere  else.  I've  let  my 
house  in  the  country." 

"  My  sister  and  I  had  one  season  in  London  before 
we  came  out  to  India — ^we  were  staying  with  an  aimt, 
Lady  Landon.    We  loved  it!" 

"  Lady  Landon?    I've  met  her,  I  think." 

"Oh!  have  you?"  Marion  responded  eagerly. 
"  Isn't  she  nice?  She  was  so  kind  to  Isabel  and  me, 
and  we  are  so  looking  forward  to  seeing  her  again  wh^n 
we  go  home  next  year.  She  is  not  a  good  correspondent 
so  we  don't  often  hear  from  her,  but  she  was  all  right 
last  time  she  wrote.  She  wrote  from  Monte  Carlo  last 
spring.    Do  you  ever  go  there?  " 

"To  Monte  Carlo?  Yes,  when  I'm  bored  with 
London,  or  have  got  a  cold  I  can't  shake  off." 

He  cut  into  the  breast  of  a  delicious  quail,  a  ball  of 
fat,  tender,  and  juicy,  and  sweet. 

"  The  food  at  the  hotel  is  most  imappetizing,"  he 
complained  again,  fretfully. 

"  So  it  would  be  anywhere  in  India  if  one  didn't 
take  a  lot  of  trouble.  You've  no  idea  how  mother 
housekeeps,  or  what  a  bother  it  is  to  run  the  most 
ordinary  establishment  out  here." 
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"  Yes.  I  know  that  is  the  popular  imoressinn  "  «  m 
Manon,  with  imoatienr*  ., ,  fT*:"**^  ^P'^^wn.    said 

rn.,L    -T?   '  ^°  *^®  constant  risk  of  iUness     nJ 
course  gtrls  have  a  anrvi  ♦;,«,«  •!  ^.i.  "uiess.    Of 

made  up  my  mind  I  would  newr^rr^V  J-    ™^ 

he  was  proposing  to  herl  unagme 

mg  near  his  hostess  "^'^^  ^oom.    She  was  stand- 

^,»d,.™u„.,^,„rtur'a:„::'^,r 

and^^have   to   «et   alou,  .ith  pe^^f i^H 

«ally^n«"^™ ';::;„t' -f^y'  «  '  --  n.d_is  i. 
"  r-«^^^  P  ^  ™^y  servants?  " 

Good  gracious,  yesl^because  they  won't  do  each 
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other's  work,"  explained  Mrs  Fleetwood.  "  It's  on 
account  of  their  castes  and  customs.  For  example, 
each  horse  has  to  have  two  men,  because  the  groom 
won't  cut  grass  or  look  after  more  than  one  horse,  and 
the  grass-cutter  is  not  efficient  as  a  groom.  So  how- 
ever dear  grain  may  be,  or  however  high  the  price  of 
horses,  you  still  have  to  keep  two  men  to  each  horse, 
and  their  wages  go  up  with  everything  else.  It  is  not 
for  our  own  convenience  at  aU  that  we  keep  so  many 
servants,  I  assure  you,  but  for  the  convenience  of  the 
servants  themselves! " 

"  Well,  I  suppose  as  far  as  the  stables  are  concerned 
the  only  remedy  would  be  to  have  fewer  horses?  "  sug- 
gested Sir  Rowland  with  a  nasty  little  laugh. 

"  Ohl  I  don't  see  quite  how  we  could,"  was  Mrs 
Fleetwood's  artless  reply.  "  We  are  a  large  party,  and 
they  all  ride  in  camp  except  myself,  and  I  must  have  a 
carriage  to  get  about  in  wherever  I  may  be.  You  see, 
walking  is  impossible  to  any  great  extent  out  here — 
the  distances,  and  the  sim,  and  the  dust,  and  all  that. 
But  I  declare  I  walk  quite  a  lot  in  camp,  in  the  even- 
ings, with  the  dogs,  you  know — " 

When  Sir  Rowland  said  good-night  to  Mrs  Heetwood 
he  took  the  opportunity  of  confiding  to  her  how  un- 
comfortable he  found  the  hotel.  "  The  food,"  he  said, 
"  is  most  unappetizing,  and  as  for  the  beds — " 

This  was  sufficient.  "Oh!  but  of  course  you  must 
come  and  stay  with  us.  Sir  Rowland!  "  she  cried. 
"  Come  over  early  to-morrow  morning  and  bring  all 
your  things.  A  room  will  be  quite  ready  for  you;  and 
we  are  not  going  into  camp  just  yet.  We  shall  be 
delighted  to  have  you!  " 
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he  would  have  Mt  mud.  ™?^.''f  *^'=*«'-  Indeed 
the  invitation  in  faS^StZJl:''  "^  """  «^^ 
Aiiglo-Indian  liospital,°yr  *'"''  *"  '*»P«=t  to 


CHAPTER  V 

SIR  ROWLAND  moved  from  the  despised  hotel 
to  the  Commissioner's  bungalow  together  with  a 
Portuguese  servant  of  repulsive  appearance  whose 
name  was  Alphonso,  and  a  good  deal  of  expensive- 
looking  luggage— the  latest  improvements  in  the  way 
of  tin  boxes  and  suit-cases  designed  for  travel  in  the 
East. 

He  found  himself  in  such  agreeable  quarters  as  a 
guest  of  the  Fleetwoods  that  he  felt  in  no  hurry  at 
present  to  continue  his  toiu:  of  India.    In  the  early 
mornings  he  rode  with  the  elder  young  ladies — ^there 
was  always  a  horse  to  spare  for  him— though  he  was 
seldom  their  sole  escort,  and  he  did  not  entirely  appre- 
ciate having  sometimes  to  form  one  of  a  considerable 
cavalcade  of  young  men.    Occasionally  they  would 
follow  the  "bobbery  pack,"  and  career  over  hard, 
treacherous  ground  that  was  riddled  with  holes  and 
fissures,  in  the  wake  of  a  miscellaneous  collection  of 
dogs  pursuing  various  animals— hares,  jackals,  foxes, 
once  even  a  hyena.    Sir  Rowland  looked  upon  it  as  a 
dangerous  form  of  diversion  and  disdained  it  as  an 
idiotic  imitation  of  English  hunting.    He  was  a  good 
enough  rider,  but,  as  he  pointed  out  to  anyone  who 
would  listen  seriously  to  such  objections,  it  was  not  a 
matter  of  horsemanship  but  of  sheer  luck  whether  one 
came  to  grief  or  not  over  such  abominable  and  ridi- 
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cuJous  country !  Also  it  was  highly  unsafe  to  approach 
the  ponies  ndden  by  the  majority  of  the  "  hunt  "    Z 

^r^^/^*'  *^'"!  """"'^y  country-breds.  they  would 
kick  and  snap  and  squeal  fiendishly  at  all  who  came 
near  enough.  An  attempt  at  a  fight  between  t4  of 
these  Ill-conducted  animals  was  not  at  all  an  uncommon 
madent;  and  if  one  of  the  brutes  got  rid  oTISTder 

o'r  '^:Veif  "r^  tr^^^  "^'^-^-  ^-  -"r^- 

bv  Sir  rIS,1    f'    *°°'  ^^^^^^  ^  ^  «>^er  considered 

SLff^H  r  J       ""    '^  ^^^  ^°""  "-^»<=«d.  straggled, 
chaffed,  rode  m  noisy,  frivolous  groups 

«nH^""f  *^^  long  morning  hours,  between  breakfast 
^d  luncheon.  Sir  Rowland  read,  wrote  letters,  ^d 

Fwf  ^  ."  ? V"*"""  *^  ^'^S^^"^'  ^^^^Sh  he  told  Mr 
Fleetwood  he  had  not  as  yet  decided  which  of  the  lead- 
uig  publishing  finns  was  to  be  entrusted  with  the  pro- 
duction  of  the  work.  ^ 

n^Ja^^  afternoons  there  were  tennis-parties,  polo- 

entertainment  to  which  he  was  quite  willing  to  accom- 
pany Mrs  Fleetwood  and  the  girls.  He  wa!  inteS 
and  surprised  to  find  that  Mr  Fleetwood  s^dorgS 
away  from  his  work  in  time  for  more  than  a  shar^ride 
or  a  men  s  set  of  lawn  tennis  before  sunset.  ^  "^t 
It  was  the  same  vdth  most  of  his  fellow-civili;ns.  ^l 
work  of  the  soldier,  so  entirely  different,  was  over  earlier 
m  the  day  always  with  the  exception  of  frequent  ad^' 
t^ons  such  as  camps  of  exercise,  inspections,  field-days. 

bilitt  ^%*^  TT^^  ^'^^'^^^  ^^  Rowland's  socia- 
bihty.       It  all  strikes  one  as  rather  fooUing  after 
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Ascot  and  Sandown,  and  Ranelagh,  eh?"  he  would 
remark  to  Marion  with  good-natured  contempt;  and 
she  was  traitress  enough  to  agree,  laughing,  and  felt 
more  intolerant  towards  Indian  life  than  ever. 

Often  in  the  evenings  there  were  dinner-parties 
and  dances  to  go  to,  sometimes  amateur  concerts  or 
theatricals,  and  Sir  Rowland  condescended  to  them  all. 
He  was  now  paying  considerable  attention  to  Marion 
Fleetwood,  who  knew  that  among  a  society  accustomed 
to  quick  flirtations  and  sudden  engagements  the  possi- 
bility of  her  becoming  Lady  Curtice  must  already  be 
under  hot  discussion.  But  at  first  she  would  not  allow 
even  Isabel  to  suggest  such  a  thing  to  her. 

"  He  means  nothmg,  of  course."  she  said  with  im- 
patience ;  "  probably  he's  engaged,  or  even  married,  to 
somebody  at  home." 

"  He's  not  married,  at  any  rate,"  said  Isabel;  "  he 
said,  only  this  morning,  he  often  wished  he  was!  " 

Marion's  feelings,  to  record  the  truth,  were  a  curious 
compound  of  reluctance  and  eager  inclination.  She 
was  not  in  the  least  in  love  with  their  guest,  indeed  she 
barely  liked  him,  but  she  was  allured  by  all  he  repre- 
sented, and  she  coveted  keenly  the  worldly  advantages 
such  a  marriage  would  secure.  She  knew  that,  should 
he  propose,  she  must  be  violently  tempted  to  accept 
him. 

She  yielded,  at  last,  to  Isabel's  pertinacious  en- 
deavours to  discuss  the  matter  one  night  on  their  re- 
turn from  a  dance.  The  sisters  shared  the  same  room, 
a  room  so  large  and  lofty  that  the  light  of  the  oil-lampsi 
in  brackets  above  the  dressing-tables,  barely  penetrated 
to  the  further  end.    Even  the  two  brass  bedsteads, 
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^1  ido:."  I'ir 'tt^'  li!'  "T  "•"-  -"^y  - 

h.«elf  into  an  e^'™^:?  !?"''»■*'•»  ^  thrown 

believe  he  fan't  in  eJ^i^tC'"^  *"•"'«'"•  '  «"'« 
he  wouldn't  dance  XL;^;TurvrL  ^''' 
me,  except  that  set  nf  io«       ^  ?,    ^  "'  "®*  ^^^n 

w.u^offo„«d„::.tt:^,rthrttat!?-^  «"-»• 

She^ru^U'™™^-  WM.  »n,;U  a  ^wn. 
"  There  was  notlZ  r^X  de^i?.  T",,  '^''"^^Wy: 
you  I  don't  knowl^v^w  wh'       •  ^l^'    *^^  '  ««" 
I  fancy-"  she  broK   "^ohf  T  ^.  T ""^  "«"«'' 
ve«ti„n,  "  you  know  itte  tSk  ngXutt  I'*"'  S 
rather  .gnore  the  whole  thing     I S™ w^-  ^  ,  '  *""''' 
many  him— he's  a,.  ^Z7^'  }     "  *  *'"''  '  *«>'  to 
mS^  But  I^ZIZT  '^^  ^^^'  ^y  »d 
positionl    ne«  r     vr:S  tt'"  A  ^  r^^ """ 
only  what  you  and  I  i^ave  LTv^  t  et'so  W^  "'' 

She  rose  and  stood  beside  T«ili  T  ?  ?  ^• 
".b.y  reflection  o,  her  S  sL?e^'  l^y^T^T^''^'  * 
paler,  her  eyes  less  large  and  hrilt,.  i,  ^^"  *^ 

not  quite  so  decided;  ^ratavtLv""^  """^  'l^ 
delinitely  pretty  B^th  1?.  k^^  •  "*™"  *«  «'« 
of  fom,'aSd  Lt^)Z\^rtt^?'''^'''^ 
mother  the  exceUence  oTt^e^  .„^*'''  ^""^  ^^ 
plexions.  ""'"  colounng  and  com- 

"  I  suppose  he  really  is  well  ««   -  j    .. 
Isabel  suggested.  ^  *™  off,  and  aU  that?  '■ 
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"Oh!  yes,  he's  all  right."  Marion  moved  to  her 
dressing-table  to  take  off  her  jewellery.  "  The  Taylors 
I  know  about  him.  Mrs  Taylor  talked  in  the  most 
j  abominably  significant  way  when  I  went  to  tea  with 
I  her  the  other  day.  I  know  I  got  scarlet  in  the  face.  I 
I  couldn't  stop  myself.  It  seems  that  Mr  Tayioi  has 
actually  been  to  Batch— it  was  let  to  some  people  they 
knew,  and  he  went  over  there  to  shoot  when  they 
were  staying  at  Norwich.  It's  a  lovely  pi  ire,  he  says. 
Sir  Rowland's  father,  the  first  baronet,  bough'  it— he 
was  a  rich  manufacturer." 

"Why  does  this  man  let  it,  then?"  wmd^ied 
Isabel. 

"  He  told  me  why— he  prefers  London,  and  travel- 
ling, and  hates  the  bother  of  an  estate."  Then  Marion 
forgot  herself  and  said:  "  Of  course  I  should  insist  on 
living  there  part  of  the  year,  and  having  people  to 
stay—"  She  stopped  abruptly,  aghast  at  her  own 
speech. 

Isabel  laughed,  which  was  injudicious,  for  in 
Marion's  present  plight  of  mental  disturbance  it  needed 
but  httle  to  set  fire  to  her  wrath.  She  raged  self- 
righteously  and  unjustly  at  Isabel,  who  listened  with 
exasperating  meekness  to  accusations  of  vulgarity  of 
mind,  to  vehement  protestations  of  indignant  disgust 
that  it  should  not  be  possible  for  a  girl  even  to  speak 
to  a  man  without  being  suspected  of  designs  to  entrap 
him  into  matrimony.  .  .  .  When  she  ceased,  out  of 
breath,  Isabel  offered,  humbly,  to  "  undo  "  her  sister, 
and  as  Marion's  dress  fastened  intricately  down  the 
back,  and  it  would  be  clearly  absurd  to  go  to  bed  angry, 
or  otherwise,  in  a  ball-gown,  she  consented  with  suit- 
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in  the  mo^l  "'^""  ""^  '^  **  ^  »'  three  o'clock 

with'  ftTf:!jt  'J-rr?  ''^r  -<■  '«>«.. 

her  sister.  ^        candle-,  ^(.i,  towards 

say?'"'"*"~^P'^  Mickleham?-„hat  did  y„„ 

He's'rto-r  hor  th^,  pij^f t:  r--,  ^ 

secret  till  the  answer  comeT    i  .       """'  "«  » 

even  father  or  munSiy     ^o/sTheTdf  "^H  *"  '^ 
he  people  for  an  allowance  "  dependent  on 

a  ri7"anX'a7S  ^"'l'  ^''  Boldb«ough  s 
Probably  they  won't  tLw!^?  ^'^"'  '^""'t  they? 
Indian  officii  ^^'.Lt^^!!!!.  «'='"«""  "' »  Angli 

ah;;.'?n^2:rssj--*"^"he,p 
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"  Well,  I'm  not  Lady  Curtice,  and  never  likely  to 
be,"  snapped  Marion. 

There  was  a  long  pause.  They  could  hear  the 
police  guard  outside  changing  with  guttural  exclama- 
tions and  the  rattle  of  accoutrements. 

Presently  Marion  said  slowly,  doubtfully:  "  I 
didn't  know  you  liked  him — Isabel?  " 

"  He's  very  good-looking — and  he  dances  so  well — " 
It  sounded  almost  as  though  Isabel  were  excusing  her- 
self. Then  she  added  desperately,  her  voice  a  little 
shrill:  "Oh!  I  know  what  you're  tliinking — ^but 
there  was  never  an3rthing  rcaWy  between  me  and  Arthur 
Dakin— " 

"  No,  of  course  not — you  couldn't  dream  of  marrying 
an  Army  Chaplain!  Fancy  havdng  to  stay  out  here 
and  look  after  Tommies'  wives  and  families,  and  visit 
among  the  poorer  class  of  Eurasians,  and  run  work- 
parties  and  bazaars,  and  have  only  a  few  himdred 
rupees  a  month  to  live  on !  " 

Isabel  sobbed — hard  little  sobs  that  she  strove  to 
smother  in  her  pillow.  "  I  wish,"  she  whimpered,  "  I 
had  never  seen  Arthur  Dakin,  or  that  he'd  marry  some- 
body else — " 

Marion  put  out  her  hand  and  touched  her  sister's 
shoulder,  huddled  beneath  the  bedclothes.  "  Isabel," 
she  said  urgently,  "  is  it  as  bad  as  that?  " 

There  was  no  answer.  At  the  same  moment  both 
girls  were  picturing  the  young  padre  as  they  had  seen 
him  only  the  previous  afternoon  at  a  cricket -match — 
determined,  tanned,  athletic,  in  his  loose  white  flannels, 
his  honest,  healthy  face  alight  as  he  came  up  to  speak 
to  them,  his  eyes  so  wistM  as  he  looked  at  Isabel. 
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their  (ailmgs  at^  'T' ''.°"'  ""'  "■»  ^«™8Sk<l  with 
their  trouX  to^.?^"^","  ""*  "*"'«'  «»  him  *" 
human.  F^tw:  t^l'];:..'"'^  •""™''  '•"'■  »<• 
that  he  loved  Z  C7o  tJ  !,f  "^  '"'*'  P'^^ 
kdged  that  she  had  :t^  hto  b!^'*  T'  '*  **  ^'""'"'- 
Sometimes  she  did  a  Me™  I.  '^.^"""'"8™'"'- 
early  service  on«.  ,ht .   J       ™'t«>g,"  and  attended 

of  worlc,  I^d  it  widou^,,™'f  ^'"  "  ''^  "*  -  ^e 
herself  over  any^th^lI^tT"'^  '^™  '■''••"'•"i 
been  the  chapC  "Ttrttas'^-"^""""^^ 

Ma^™  rpi;;^  at*  '::ifho''uT  s-^i  '*  ^--^  ">>- 

of  her  sister's  dTstC  "^  '""■  *°  ^^'anation 

"  Isabel— you  know  you'd  hat»  it    v.- 

wife  in  India,  or  anywhere  el^  7„r  fi,  7      «  *  P*™"'' 
sot  just  the  chance^orthl?'?^",'"*'"'-.   ^""'^^ 
Put  Arthur  Dakin  out  oTvo,!r       ?     "^'^  ™''ed  for.   . 
don-t  be  a  weak"Z  "  '^         '"^  "'"^  ""^ '"'  ^  and 

Isabel.  She  noVproc^L  toT  "  ""^^  '"  "«"»" 
of  her  sister's  futu^eTa  Ipll^^r"'"'  P'^--e 
prematurely-agPd  woman  htiT !:  ''~*  woni-out, 
all  gone  beyond  renr?,; ''"f'''  *«"^*'  '«"«.  spirit 

ghastly  presentment  Ldllr"  *"''*^  "'"'  *e 
di».ay  t^o  think  Xt  ^^ht  tie"^:^  »  ,^°"«e"^ 
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Marion  was  quite  genuine  in  her  anxiety  concerning 
her  sister's  well-being.  She  could  not  tolerate  the 
possibility  of  discomfort,  poverty,  ill-health  for  Isabel, 
and  no  doubt  she  would  have  been  angrily  indignant 
had  anyone  suggested  to  her  that,  far  in  the  background 
of  her  niind,  a  little  poisonous  spirit  of  selfishness  was 
urging  her  to  more  vehement  eloquence,  had  increased 
a  certain  unworthy  reluctance  that  Isabel  should  follow 
thfc  real  voice  of  her  heart,  feeble  and  undeveloped 
though  it  might  be.  Seeing  that  she  herself  had 
crushed  her  own  tenderness  for  Tom  Gray  without 
mercy,  she  desired  feverishly  that  Isabel  should  be  just 
as  stoical  over  Arthur  Dakin. 

"  India's  all  very  well,"  she  went  on,  "  for  un- 
married girls  and  senior  people  who  can  afford  to  be 
comfortable  and  go  to  the  hUls  in  the  hot  weather,  or 
have  hill  appointments.  Here  we  are  now  with  practi- 
cally everjrthing  we  can  want,  and  I  daresay  more 
luxuries  than  would  be  possible  if  we  were  in  England. 
But  remember  the  other  side  of  the  picture  for  junior 
married  people,  horrible  little  stations  miles  off  the 
railway — ^though  it's  true  you  would  be  spared  that  as  a 
chaplain's  wife — ^screwing  and  scraping  on  small  pay — 
you  know  how  seldom  anyone  has  private  means  in 
India — years  and  years  of  it  to  go  through — the  weari- 
ness and  strain  of  it  all,  and  the  dreadful  business  when 
children  have  to  go  home  of  deciding  between  separa- 
tion from  them  or  their  father.  You  know  I'm  right, 
Isabel,"  she  concluded,  "  and  some  day  you'll  thank 
me  for  the  warning." 

Isabel  choked  down  a  sob.  "  Yes — of  course  I 
know  it  would  be  awful— and  I'll  marry  Lewis  Mickle- 
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ham.  if  there's  no  hitch  with  his  oeonle— "    ck    ui 
out  the  candle     "  But  T  viaI       P^P»«—      She  blew 

Uttle  but  the  ^t  -Of  ri^ts  p^^^  ^^^^  ^ 
^j^j,  „  *^P.  and  that  we  never  pay  for  any- 

speeches  in  Pa.C:?  t  Z,Z  IZi^  TT'' 
inspection  tour  by  a  big  official  in  I^*  !    *  *" 

disastrous  to  a  Strict  ral^t!??"  ""  *'»"*  " 

iuiowi°?"Ri:a?::ftrs^z''  "^^^  <-  y- 

things?  "  ^"^  ^^^  such  dreadful 

m.ss»ner  with  provoking  calnm^^'     "^^  ""  <^'°- 
^ay.  seated  opposite,  regarding  him 
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with  grave,  grey  eyes,  thought  he  shone  in  person 
txiam  than  ever — his  hair  was  so  sleek  it  might  have 
beea  vsun^ed,  his  polished  skin,  his  glossy  little  beard, 
hm  aEiiided  eyes,  and  as  for  his  finger-nails,  they  re- 
imnied  Fay  of  ^e  pink  topaz  necklace  reposing  in  hei 
mother's  jewei-case.  So  that  she  felt  she  coveted  it  no 
longer. 

"  Periiaps,"  she  suggested  hopefully,  "  Sir  Rowland 
has  got  mixed  about  dates?  It  was  the  Moguls,  you 
know,  who  used  to  go  into  camp  with  hundreds  and 
thousands  of  horsemen  and  animals  and  followers,  and 
of  course  none  of  them  paid  for  an}rthing — except 
Akbar  who  did  try — " 

No  one  paid  attention  to  her.  Sir  Rowland  was 
purposely  deaf  to  Fay's  speech,  suspecting  her  of  in- 
tentional impertinence. 

"  I  must  confess  " — he  spoke  with  becoming  hesita- 
tion,— "  I  should  much  like  to  be  in  a  position  to  say  I 
had  seen  for  myself — " 

"  It's  quite  easy  if  you  care  to  come  into  camp  with 
us  for  a  week  or  two,"  said  Mr  Fleetwood  without 
cordiality. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  supplied  genial  persuasion.  "  Oh  I 
yes.  Sir  Rowland,  do  come.  Then,  in  your  Indian 
Notes  you  could  correct  such  a  mistaken  idea!  " 

"  I  can  lend  you  a  horse  and  a  tent,"  went  on  the 
Commissioner,  evenly.  "  and  if,  when  you  leave  us,  you 
are  still  under  the  impression  that  we  govern  India  by 
a  system  of  oppression  and  robbery  —  why,  then  I 
suppose  it  must  be  true!  " 

He  laughed  with  good-humoured  indifference.  He 
did  not  care,  personally,  what  this  fellow  might  think 
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should  not  m  .tl  "^^  .*'"*  ^•^""  ^<*» 
Here  ^TZ^JZT'^r''^^^  statement,. 

and  the  both«  o^f^t  f!  i'"'  *"*"  hospitality; 
on  Emfly  and  the  rirnl  ™^  ^?  *""'"'  •'^'''™ 
did  not  appJt:?^;rt^L'™""-  ="  "'"P"*  "'^' 

carei^y"  '^  *°°""«' "    "^    "^^'^-^d  inquired 
home°''rv!tr"«''~'""*  ''™  "'«'  «>  ""'*  »'  it  at 

such  a  bu«nt:.    sL^dwe  L™"t  "T"^^  '^ 
tiger? "  ^®  ^y  chance  of  a 

ever  wp  Qhaii  „^*  «    .  circumstances.    How- 

partridge     VeTjnS/^      T^  ^"^  ''"^  »d  black 
could  n'^r^7a  t  jr  "^t  T^T':  "i  '"'-^  y°" 

be  a^to  combine  z;' Ji:;„r:\^;^^?'''^i 

Conumssicner  was  now  a  lit  tie  more  expanslt^f  •  •  C^p* 
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life  in  India  has  no  parallel  in  other  countries— in  Eng- 
land to  go  into  tents  means  opposition  to  the  conditions 
of  existence  and  suggests  trouble,  discomfort,  and  bad 
colds." 

"  Personally  I  loathe  tents,"  said  Marion.  "  There's 
no  room  for  one's  clothes,  and  everything  gets  ruined 
in  boxes  with  perpetual  packing.  You  can't  see  in 
camp  looking-glasses,  and  the  district  ofl&cers  and  their 
wives  are  generally  so  dull,  and  iminteresting,  and 
Indian.  Most  of  the  men  can  talk  of  nothing  but  their 
work,  and  the  women's  conversation  is  all  about  goats 
and  fowls  and  ayahs!  " 

"  Marion,  my  dear,  how  you  exaggerate! "  Mrs 
Fleetwood  looked  mild  -  eproach  at  her  eldest  daughter 
across  vases  of  roses,  and  dishes  of  fruit  from  the 
garden  —  oranges,  baianas,  custard  apples,  pome- 
granates, loquats.  Then  she  turned  amiably  to  Sir 
Rowland.  "  I  look  forward  to  our  time  in  camp  more 
than  to  any  other  season  of  the  year,"  she  said,  "  it's 
so  peaceful,  and  free,  and  the  open-air  life  is  delightful. 
My  husband  loves  it  tco.  He  feels  in  touch  with  the 
people;  and  then  ot  course  the  sport.  Jt'a  only  these 
silly  girls  who  don't  appreciate  it." 

"  And  what  about  little  Miss  Fairy — does  she  like 
camp  life  or  hate  it?  "  Sir  Rowland  asked,  smiling  at 
Fay  with  the  grown-up  condescension  that  always  en- 
raged her.  To  be  addressed  invariably  as  "  little  Miss 
Fairy  "  was  bad  enough,  but  to  be  treated  as  though 
she  v/ere  barely  six  years  old  instead  of  sixteen  was 
intolerable. 

Fay  flushed  and  did  not  speak.  Certainly  she  did 
not  intend  to  tell  Sir  Rowland  across  the  breakfast- 
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UM^or  toaeed  at  any  other  time,  how  ardently  ihe 
enjoyed  can.p  ufc;  how.  for  her.  the  days  were  one  loM 
happmess  from  the  early  morning  i^ch  from  o™ 
haltrng-place  to  another.  tiU  she  Ml  asleep  in  h«  ca^n 
bed  m  a  tent  that  smelt  of  straw  and  LyTtTZ 
sounds  of  servants'  voices  murmuring  ^    Z 

TLT^f-  7^'  ""*  *»>>«t™es  the  united  yeUs  of 
\^,  1'^""^  """""K  »"»»  the  plain,  .  .  How 
Ae  dehghted  in  the  change  of  sccne^  througli  wteh 

M  h  P^' fr"" )"»«'«  »«  ^  gn-^ss  i,d  migMy"^ 
to  bare  ^d  barren  wastes  patched  with  coarsi  s^t^ 
stunted  bud.es  through  cultivated  land  an7  mud 
villages  each  with  its  tank  and  temple 

Fav  wlf.^'ir*°**  ^"  ^"'^^^  ^y  '<»k  «  word 

viuages  that  so  held  her  miagination.  There  was  the 
^t^chal  headman  who  came  to  visit  her  father.  Z 
hag-hke  old  women,  the  bright-eyed  girls  bearing  load^ 

solemn  and  precocious,  the  babies  wearing  skull  cam 
^ete  and  bangles-«ldom  anything  more,  ^d 

.M?t?'  i""^,?"""  "'  **  "^y  ''^y  *hen  *e  sat  oS- 
»de  the  dwellmg-tent  under  great  trees,  with  belo^ 

book  or  detested  sewing,  the  crows  and  mynaTIte 

squirrels  and  hzards  making  smaU  stirs  and^^il 

„^.^  r  ""^  °'  *'  "^P-  ''^'^  '"«  Commissioner^; 
mthinTiT  T"""^"^  "y  » throng  of  natives,  and  the 
machm^yofadmrnistrationwasworkingatfullpress™ 

F»v  wt?"''"^r''*.°'  ^'^  '*<'*'«°^  Curate  brought 
Fay  back  to  reality  with  something  of  a  shock 
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"  Miss  Fairy  doesn't  mean  to  tell  us  what  she  thinks 
of  camp  life,  evidently  I  "  he  was  saying. 

"  Fay,  you  are  always  in  a  dream  I  "  rebuked  Isabel, 
and  Marion  added,  laughing:  "  Except  when  we  are 
talking  about  something  we  don't  particularly  want 
her  to  hearl" 


M 


CHAPTER  VI 
"pHE  Fleetwoods  had  been  more  than  a  month  in 
At  first  he  was  mclined  to  carp  and  criticize     H^«. 

L^U     ^"8  strings  of  bullock^i,3''^f'ta^ 
canels  conveyed  everything  that  could  be  vJSt 

ents"'!!  hr'T'  '*°^''  ="<•  co„venie"h" 
Iwe^J°f  set  loo-„ere  spacious  and  comfort! 
able,   and  it  seemed  little  short  of  marical  how T. 

w^teve.     WithMeTig^l:t-tll,t"rS 
mango  grove,  horses    picketed,  kitchen    iire    S 

."~^:L^'^'  ""^  """""""y  accomm-^td 
ine  camp  looked  a  pennanent  settlement:    vet  ne.t 

.u4lnr^'rr"'  ''^""^  ""'^ "«-  -^^■ 

tures  and  panah  dogs  quarreUing  over  rubbish    anrt 
httle  mounds  of  ashes  scarring  the  hard  ground 

Yes  there  was  an  atmosphere  of  luxury  about  t hi. 
Wnd.an  camp  lifc-though  Sir  rIS^j'  '^ 
unable  to  suggest  how  it  might  be  altered  without  W 
of  valuable  t.mc,  or  with  any  particular  ^aS™    the 

(act  that  official  digmty  must  be  maintained,  especi^; 
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among  a  people  who  revere  and  respect  ceremonial  and 
state.  It  was  necessary  to  carry  a  good  deal  of  furni- 
ture, since  the  Commissioner  was  supposed  to  entertain 
when  he  passed  through  stations  in  his  division.  Mrs 
Fleetwoo<l  had  a  carriage  and  pair  of  horses — she  could 
scarcely  travel  about  in  a  dog-cart  at  her  age — and  indeed 
it  struck  Sir  Rowland  that  the  barouche  must  almost 
save  the  cost  of  an  extra  bullock-cart,  so  loaded  did  it 
always  seem  to  be.  Miscellaneous  articles  were  piled 
on  the  spare  seats,  and  an  ayah  was  generally  wedged 
in  among  them. 

It  was  satisfactory,  at  anyrate,  to  feel  that  the 
camp  must  give  a  great  deal  of  employment;  and  Sir 
Rowland  soon  ascertained,  beyond  any  doubt,  that  food, 
footer,  fuel  and  other  necessaries  were  not  wrung  from 
the  people — that  they  brought  in  supplies  willingly, 
and  were  paid  for  them  in  cash  by  a  responsible  sub- 
ordinate. At  the  same  time  it  was  rather  disconcerting 
to  learn  that  if  such  payments  were  left  to  be  made  by 
the  servants,  the  correct  siuns  would  assuredly  not  be 
handed  over  to  the  villagers. 

Mr  Fleetwood  explained,  in  a  moment  of  expansion : 

"  The  people  have  to  be  protected  from  their  own 

customs  and  from  each  other  when  necessary  and  where 

possible.    Percentage,  commission,  extortion,  bribery — 

call  it  what  you  will — is  part  of  their  social  system, 

and  is  recognized  among  them  as  perfectly  legitimate, 

'gift-giving,  and  gift-taking.'    It's  ingrained  in  the 

Eastern  character,  and  etiquette,  quite  as  much  as 

avarict,  is  at  the  bottom  of  it  all.    They  will  give  bribes 

just  as  freely  as  they  will  take  them;   and  it's  unfair 

and  unreasonable  to  blame  them  for  it.    But  since  we 
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«r«  ruling  India  at  present,  we  must  rule  according  to 
Bntish  notions  of  morality,  not  according  to  Eastern 
tendencies-though  with  this,  as  with  many  other 
customs  of  the  country  that  would  be  considered  ind*-- 
fensible  at  home,  we  can't  interfere  beyond  a  certain 
pomt.    '  Custom  '  rises  up  and  defies  us." 

Sir  Rowland  observed,  among  other  things,  that  his 
host  worked  quite  as  hard  in  camp  as  he  did  in  the 
station— if  anything  harder.    Even  during  the  ride 
from  one  encampment  to  another  a  great  deal  of  duty 
would  be  executed,  and  often  Mr  Fleetwood  and  h^ 
subordmate  officers  did  not  get  their  breakfasts  till 
midday.    When  this  was  likely  to  occur  Sir  Rowland 
rode  with  the  Miss  Fleetwoods  and  their  tiresome  little 
sister,  who  either  foUowed  dose  at  their  heels  on  her 
pony,  distracting  their  horses,  or  else  galloped  ahead 
sending  clouds  of  dust  into  their  faces— unless  by  a 
happy  chance  she  stayed  behind  to  trot  beside  her 
mother's  carriage. 

If  Mr  Fleetwood  were  not  proceeding  straight  to 
the  next  camp  it  bored  Sir  Rowland  inexpressibly  to 
wait  about  while  the  Commissioner  attended  person- 
aUy  to  petitions,  and  inspected  disputed  boundaries 
hearkened  to  complaints  and  grievances  which,  however 
petty  or  diffuse,  never  seemed  to  weary  him 

A  district-officer  happened  to  mention  to  Sir  Row- 
land that  much  of  the  people's  difficulties  arose  from 
usury  and  litigation.  It  perplexed  the  visitor  to  think 
that  such  a  frugal,  sparing  individual  as  the  native 
peasant  should  be  so  thriftless  when  it  came  to  a  matter 
of  borrowing  money  or  going  to  law,  and  he  questioned 
Mr  Fleetwood  on  the  subject  one  morning  as  they  rode 
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slowly  through  well-cultivated  country  in  the  brilliant 
early  sunshine.  To-day  no  district-ofl&cers  or  sub- 
ordinates were  with  them,  for  the  camp  was  on  the 
borders  of  a  native  state,  that  of  the  Rotah  Rajah,  and 
there  was  to  be  a  short  halt  and  holiday  before  passing 
into  another  portion  of  the  wide  area  controlled  by  the 
Commissioner.  Mr  Fleetwood  responded  with  his  usual 
lack  of  effusion.  Sir  Rowland  never  found  him  very 
willing  to  impart  information. 

"  Oh,  well,"  he  said,  "  of  course  bad  seasons  will 
plunge  them  into  debt,  but  it's  the  native  money-lender 
who  ruins  them  because  they  will  make  such  a  splash 
over  their  weddings  and  funerals.  They'll  spend  a 
year's  income  in  one  week  over  a  marriage — all  custom 
again — ^the  only  answer  you'll  get  from  them,  and  the 
only  argument  they  have.  The  more  they  spend,  or 
are  credited  by  their  neighbours  with  spending,  the 
greater  the  honour  and  glory.  That's  how  much  of 
the  land  passes  out  of  the  farmers'  hands  and  gets  into 
the  clutches  of  a  set  of  rascals  and  bloodsuckers — and 
of  course  under  our  peaceful  rule  it  becomes  the  legal 
property  of  these  sharks  and  can't  be  recovered  by 
force  as  it  often  was  in  the  old  days!  But  as  long  as 
the  people  will  run  into  debt  over  their  ceremonials, 
almost  as  a  religious  duty,  they  must  put  up  with  the 
consequences.  And  when  they  go  in  for  litigation  with 
each  other,  as  they'll  do  on  the  slightest  -"ovocation, 
the  amount  both  sides  will  spend  on  bribing  witnesses 
is  often  more  than  the  value  of  *hz  matter  under  dis- 
pute—" 

Mr  Fleetwood's  big  wale-  mare,  tickled  by  a  fiy, 
sidled  off  the  path  and  gave  trouble,  requiring  all  her 
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tfrl'^  ^!^T^u  ^^^  *^'  '"°°^^*-  Sir  Rowland  drew 
In^/  ^*tl^he  <iistrusted  the  heels  of  all  horses  in 
Intha  now.  whether  bred  in  the  country  or  not.  and 
wlule  his  companion  was  occupied  in  soothing  his  mount 

th.^  Ji^^l  ^  ^^'^  '^'  ^^''  ^^Selei  landscape 
th^  seemed  to  have  trees  only  on  the  horizon  whatevS 

d^tanoe  one  traversed.  THe  cold-weather  crops  were 
divided  mto  flat  patches  of  vivid  green  and  yell^,  and 
more  sober  squares  of  taller  growth;  here  and  there 
w^  blots  of  low  scrubby  jmigle-the  level  monotony 

}Lv^1t  ""^  °°^y  ^'^^"°  ^y  ^  °»"d  village  that 
W  ^.  ?  g^y 'nound  with  a  few  palm  trees  sprout- 
ing from  It.  A  hopeless  feeling  overcame  him  of  the 
unpossibility  of  generalizing  about  this  country  that 
was  such  a  mass  of  contradictions.  He  was  tiring  of 
it.losmghismterest.  As  soon  as  he  formed  any  theory 
to  his  own  satisfaction  it  was  weakened  or  overthrown 

could  be  positively  asserted;  a  remedy  for  one  par? 
of  the  population  would  speU  disaster  for  another 
He  was  aware  of  an  unwilling  respect  for  such  men  as 
Fleetwood  who  did  their  duty,  did  their  best,  e^ 
deavoured  to  be  just  and  fair  and  patient  with  the 
people  m  their  charge.  aU  the  while  thwarted  by  these 
very  pople  themselves  whose  instincts  and  customs 
were  m  dn-ect  contradiction  to  Western  codes  of  con- 
duct— who  had  no  mercy  on  each  other! 

Suddenly  the  sun  seemed  very  hot,  the  glare  in- 
sufferable-the  ground  so  cruelly  hard.    It  was  all  so 
^t  ^d  there  was  such  endless  work  for  everyone 
He  fdt  oppressed  by  the  majestic  desolation  around 
him.  the  sense  of  immensity,  and  he  yearned  for  the 
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atmosphere  of  company  and  ease  to  which  he  was  ac- 
customed— for  acquaintances  in  crowds,  for  telephones, 
motor-cars  and  newspapers,  and  devices  for  saving 
tim^  and  trouble,  for  the  life  of  London  and  the  leisured 
rich.  Marion  Fleetwood  was  justified  in  her  dislike 
of  this  country,  in  her  anxiety  not  to  spend  her  life 
out  here.  A  spiteful  hatred  of  India  assailed 
him. 

He  looked  at  the  watch  set  in  a  strap  on  his  wrist. 
Surely  Mr  Fleetwood  must  be  making  an  unusually 
long  round.  He  overtook  the  waler  mare,  whose  nerves 
were  now  calmed;  she  moved  along  loosely,  her  hand- 
some head  drooping  a  little  as  she  picked  her  way  over 
the  uneven  groimd. 

"  Are  we  near  the  camp  yet?  "  he  asked. 

Mr  Fleetwood  'lanced  about  him.  "  I'm  afraid 
not,"  he  said  in  1  ^ht  apology.  "  I  wanted  to  have  a 
look  at  a  village  somewhere  about  here.  There's  a 
possibility  of  some  bother  with  the  Rotah  people  about 
a  boundary,  and  it's  a  bit  out  of  the  direct  way.  Per- 
haps you  won't  mind  a  rather  longer  ride  than  usual 
as  we  are  to  have  Europe  mornings  for  the  next  day  or 
two.  The  way  my  wife  and  the  girls  have  gone  was 
only  about  twelve  .-niles,  but  I  expect  we  shall  have 
done  nearer  twenty  by  the  time  we  get  in." 

Sir  Rowland  felt  that  had  he  only  known  this  he 
would  certainly  have  elected  to  accompany  the  ladies 
— even  had  he  been  obliged  to  sit  beside  the  ayah 
among  the  bundles  in  the  mem-sahib's  carriage ! 

"  I  like  to  have  the  chance  of  a  poke  round  for  my 
own  satisfaction  sometimes,  when  I've  no  oflficials  with 
me.    There's   the    place    I    want  I "    Mr   Fleetwood 
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poiL     1  With  his  Whip  to  the  srey  mound  and  the  palm 
trees  on  the  horizon.  ^^ 

They  rode  on,  yet  seemed  to  get  no  nearer.  Sir 
Row  and  s  head  ached,  already  he  was  hungry  and 
ttoty  as  weU  as  tired,  for  a  tom-tom  in  a  vill^e  near 

S!  T^^y^i  ^P*  ^^  *^^«  l^t  night,  and  he  had 
felt  toclmed  for  his  early  meal,  drinking  his  tea  with- 
out  the  toast  and  butter.    On  they  went  past  the  crops 
and  the  patches  of  jungle  where  children  were  herding 
anaJl  lean  cattle  and  ponderous  buffaloes.    Then  thev 
skirted  a  tract  of  shallow  water  around  which  Mr  Fleet- 
r^/tK!"!^  provokingly.  watching  the  duck  and  teal 
that  dabbled  at  the  edges  and  floated  in  dense  brown 
masses  on  the  deeper  water.    At  last  they  reaUy  came 
dose  to  the  ^allage.  and  a  crowd  of  youths,  women  and 
children    and  old  people,  collected  at  their  horses- 
Heels— ahnost  the  entire  portion  of  the  population  that 
was  not  at  work  in  the  fields  or  jungle. 

The  sahibs  dismounted,  and  Sir  Rowland,  in  sUent 
protest,  followed  Mr  Fleetwood,  first  into  the  poUce- 
station  and  then  into  the  village  school,  and  found  him- 
self forced  to  stand  about  during  long  interviews, 
nauseated  with  unsavoury  odours,  disgusted  by  the 
T^y   of   interested    and    inquisitive    spectators 
clothed  m  du:ty  rags,  most  of  whom  seemed  to  have 
sore  eyes  and  diseased  skins;  for  all  he  could  teU  thev 
might  be  suffering  from  ophthalmia,  small-pox.  or  other 
dangerous    and    infectious    complaints!    When    thev 
pressed  too  close  the  village  watchman  drove  them  back 
despotic^ly.  abusing  them  in  a  loud,  authoritative 
voice,    x^ext.  Sir  Rowland  and  Mr  Fleetwood  sat   as 
guests  of  honour,  on  the  Uttie  platform  of  the  head- 
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man's  house,  while  the  owner  gabbled  vociferously  and 
with  earnest  vehemence  to  the  Commissioner-sahib, 
who  either  nodded  and  looked  grave,  or  smiled  and 
shook  his  head,  at  intervals.  Then  Mr  Fleetwood 
pottered  and  investigated,  conducted  by  the  headman 
and  accompanied  by  an  excited  rabble,  all  over  the 
village  and  its  outskirts,  and  Sir  Rowland  had  perforce 
to  follow,  for  he  was  unwilling  to  be  left  alore  with  an 
audience  that  stared  with  unblinking  curiosity,  and 
made  obvious  though,  to  him,  unintelligible  personal 
remarks. 

Even  when,  once  more,  they  were  in  their  saddles, 
and  Sir  Rowland's  spirits  were  about  to  revive,  a 
tattered  creature  rushed  out  from  some  adjacent  lair 
and  clung  to  the  Commissioner-sahib's  stirrup  to  shriek 
and  rave  of  a  grievance  as  though  demented.  And 
a  prolonged  examination  of  the  circumstances  ensued. 

Finally  came  the  ride  back  to  camp,  for  miles  in 
shaddess  glare,  till  a  canal  was  reached,  when  Mr  Fleet- 
wood galloped  steadily  along  the  grassy  bank,  pulling 
up  to  a  walk  within  a  mile  or  so  of  the  halting-place  to 
cool  the  horses  down.  He  looked  at  his  watch.  "  By 
Jove."  he  said.  "  it's  nearly  one  o'clock.  Sorry  to 
have  kept  you  out  so  late.    I  never  thought  of  the 

time." 

Sir  Rowland  made  a  peevish  reply.  a«?d  Mr  Fleet- 
wood, turning  to  him^  saw  that  he  was  grey  with 
fatigue. 

"  How  you  can  stand  it!  "  the  younger  man  com- 
plained. "  You  must  be  nearly  double  my  age.  and 
you  haven't  turned  a  hair."  He  spoke  as  if  this  were 
almost  criminal  on  the  part  of  the  Commissioner, 
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whose  coppery  face  and  lean  figure  showed  no  svmn*^ 
of  exhaustion  despite  his  fiftyTve  ^       '  "^^'"^ 

sort  of  tL.ir^'^'^u  ^^"^  ^^"^^  accustomed  to  this 
sort  of  thmg-long  hours  of  sun  and  cxposure-what 

survivd  of  the  fittest  out  here.  Lots  of  feUows  die  of 
It.    Bu    I  ought  to  have  considered  you;   I'm  afraid 

Sh'  ?,  ^"V  ^"  "^  ^'^'  Never  mind,  th"  m^ 
sahib  wiU  put  you  to  rights  in  no  time.  She's  a  W^ 
rate  nurse  and  doctor."  "**" 

thil^'"'^^"'*^'!'^"^  ^  brightened  as  suddenly 
they  came  upon  the  tents  pitched,  like  a  group  of  S 
white  mountains  a  Aort  distance  from^e^^^l' 
front  of  a  grove  of  trees  that  cast  mottled  shado^  on 

Ts^ZZ^T  ^-"^-t  this  time Slrda" 
a  settled  peace  lay  over  ever  ^hing-servants  ^J 
arumals  rested  in  the  background,  the'^^o^^ 
theu-  posts  in  the  shade  of  the  living-t«it  SvJ 
stretched,  reading,  in  a  long  chair  Z^^^at  din  . 
bamboos.  Akbar  and  Lo^  curleS'^u^,'^*  ^K 
funy  mass  on  her  lap.  ^^       °°® 

A  shout  from  Mr  Fleetwood  dissipated  the  languor 
A  coup  e  of  grooms  appeared,  rimiing.  fr3he 
servants'  quarters,  the  peons  stood  ui>-LrP  was  ' 
rattle  of  belts  and  buckles  from  the  poL-^^drh^ 
to  attention;    and  Fay  threw  do,^  herTok  J^ 

thTtnn  i„  ■      ^^^  °'^''*  *""*  ^d  mewed  from 

if  fi?K    TT^  P'^*"'*-    ^"^  Fleetwood  cai^e  oS 
aid  .c^"^.  '^*'  "^  ^  black-and-white  spotted  dr^ 
and  a  shady  straw  hat  on  her  head,  the  soft  whHe 
knittmg.  with  the  long  cUcking  needles,  in  Ti  hL^ 
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One  glance  at  Sir  Rowland's  face  as  he  slid  limply 
from  his  horse  and  Mrs  Fleetwood  was  all  active  con- 
cern. He  was  speechless  and  shivering  by  the  time  he 
was  in  bed  beneath  a  pile  of  blankets,  with  aching  head 
and  limbs  and  chattering  teeth,  well  embarked  on  his 
first  attack  of  ordinary  Indian  fever,  but  despairingly 
convinced  that  he  was  stricken  with  nothing  less  than 
tj^hoid.  She  tried  to  reassiire  him  as  she  tended  him 
with  the  quiet  deftness  of  long  experience — dosed  him, 
gave  him  hot  lemonade  to  induce  perspiration,  prepared 
a  cooling  drink  for  the  thirsty  stage,  instructed  the 
sullen  Alphonso  to  air  a  fresh  suit  of  p3rjamas,  and  sent 
Gunga  for  clean,  cool  sheets  to  replace  those  that  pre- 
sently would  be  tossed  and  crumpled. 

"You'll  probably  be  quite  well  to-morrow.  Sir 
Rowland,  and  able  to  come  with  us  the  following  day 
to  visit  the  Rotah  Rajah.  It's  only  a  six-mile  drive. 
The  Resident  is  away  just  now,  unfortunately,  but 
Captain  Somerton,  who  looks  after  the  young  Rajah, 
is  a  friend  of  ours  too." 

Sir  Rowland  only  moauod  for  answer. 

"  It's  astonishing  how  quickly  these  little  bouts  of 
fever  clear  of!.  I  know  them  so  well!  You  just  got 
over-tired  sta5dng  out  so  long  in  the  sun.  You'll  feel 
a  little  limp  to-night,  and  you  must  take  quinine  for 
the  next  few  days — otherwise,  I  prophesy  you  will  be 
none  the  worse.  My  husband  ought  to  have  remem- 
bered that  you  are  not  accustomed  to  India,  as  he 
is—" 

"  Your  husband,"  grumbled  Sir  Rowland,  as  dis- 
tinctly as  his  quivering  jaws  would  permit,  "  is  made 
of  cast-iron,  Mrs  Fleetwood!  " 
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Dleniv^f  ™  ^^K*^  ^•"  "*'  '^'^^''  "  b^t  there  are 
had^h«  share  of  fever  and  other  things-^olira.  f" 

"Good  gradousl—how  does  cholera  berin?  "    H^ 
reca^^i  the  dreadful  smells  he  had  ^nS  in  ^d 

I  «„?      *?    "^^^  '^'"^"^^  and  pains  in  the  limbs. 
I  can  honestly  assure  you." 

Sir  lln  *?uT''  ^r  P^*"^  *^  the  feverish  stage, 

^■b«.   hT'''  ^'  ^  °'  °P^^°°  that  he  could  not 
have  beea  hoiter.  even  in  the  infernal  rerions     If  mZ 

Heetwood  called  this  "a  Httle  bout  offe^  "  Iha" 

Se^tw  i"^^"'^^  ''  ?  -^^y  had  attacklH 
deaded  that  India  was  no  place  for  him.  and  that  he 
would  leave  the  country  as  soon  as  p^iWe     5^  for 
his  bemg  in  a  fit  condition  to  join  twH^t^^  ^^ 
vmt  the  Rajah  of  Rotah.  the  dea  ™  p^^e^U 
Then  eveiything  became  confused  in™  ^^and  ^e 

lowered  and  he  feU  mto  a  quiet  sleep.  At  dmier- time 
he  awoke,  weak  but  refreshed,  to  enjoy  strong  c^c^ 
^^led  to  a  jeUy.  with  crisp  t^oit  and^l^Lt" 

At  noon  next  day  he  came  out  of  his  tent  rather 
hmp.  rather  pale,  but  otherwise  perfectly  ^^^ 
ard  was  made  to  swallow  precautionary  qiidnTtlSS 
^B^is  Fleetwood  just  before  the  mid~S 
that,  m  camp,  served  as  luncheon.  '^«*'^^i 

"Father  feels  very  guilty."  Marion  said  as  thev  all 
sat  down  to  the  table.    "  He  is  responsible  fbryoS 
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go  of  fever— keeping  you  out  so  late  in  the  sun  like 
that  I" 

Whatever  He  felt,  Mr  Fleetwood  did  not  look  at  all 
guilty,  though  he  murmured  apologies  to  which  Sir 
Rowland  d'd  not  respond  with  much  indulgence.  He 
felt  cross  and  bored,  and  not  a  little  alarmed  concern- 
ing his  own  health. 

"  If  I'm  going  to  get  malaria  into  my  system,"  he 
said  defensively,  "  I  shall  be  sorry  I  ever  came  to  India. 
Are  we  by  any  chance  within  reach  of  a  railway 
station?  " 

"  Ohl  you  don't  mean  to  say  you  want  to  go  off 
and  leave  us  at  once!  "  cried  Mrs  Flettwcod,  who  felt 
that  species  of  affection  towards  her  patient  always 
evoked  in  her  by  any  living  creature  she  had  tended 
through  sickness  or  misfortune. 

"  There  is  a  railway  station  at  Rotah — where  we 
ar«  going  to  morrow,"  said  Mr  Fleetwood,  cheerfully. 

Marion  and  Isabel  exchanged  glances  that  were 
imperceptible  to  the  rest  of  the  company.  Sir  Row- 
land settled  his  glasses  more  firmly  on  his  nose,  and 
flicked  nn  imaginary  crumb  from  his  b;;ard  with  fas- 
tidious fingers. 

"  Weil,  really,"  he  said  in  an  anxious  tone.  "  It 
might  perhaps  be  wiser,  don't  you  think,  to  take  the 
opportunity?  I  could  go  straight  down  to  Bombay, 
and  catch  the  next  mail  so  comfortably." 

Mr  Fleetwood  betrayed  lively  interest.  "  To  be 
sure  you  could  I  Rotah's  an  important  junction  on 
the  main  line  to  "k)mbay." 

"  But  it  seems  such  a  pity—"  began  Marion,  then 
checked  herself.    She  recognized  that  her  feelings  of 
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relief  and  regret  over  Sir  Rowland's  proposed  departure 
were  more  or  less  equally  balanced.  He  had  p^zled 
and  annoyed,  and  flattered  her  considerably.  Hii 
devotion  seemed  unmistakable,  yet  so  far  he  had 
uttered  no  word  that  could  be  interpreted  as  a  declara- 
tion. Now  that  he  meant  to  leave  India,  the  next 
twenty.four  hours  might  bring  about  some  definite 
understanding  betv/een  them. 

Her  heart  beat  quickly  with  both  dread  and  antici- 
pation.   If  he  said  nothing  she  would  feel  humiliated 
tncked.  yet  ma  measure  glad.    If  he  asked  her  to  marry 
hmi  there  was  no  question  as  to  what  her  answer  3d 

^wl!r;^  t""  r  *""'  ^°°y^ce  she  fomid  hereelf 
thinking  of  Tom  Gray,  contrasting  his  blunt,  kind  face 
his  vigorous  bearing,  with  this  being  opposite  to  ^ei 
whom  she  was  ready  to  accept  as  her  husband,  given 
^e  chance.  A  being  of  fads  and  conceits,  bone  J^" 
who  had  never  worked,  never  sacrificed,  who  Uved 
solely  for  himself  and  his  own  inclinations.  Yet  i^^ 
yond  the  shmy,  contempiMe  finish  of  Sir  Rowland's 
person  she  saw  a  p  t  Er.glish  house,  a  solid  position 

all  that  she  imagmed  she  required  to  render  her  not  only 
happy  but  exultant.      ^  ^ 

Mr  Fleetwood  looked  at  his  guest  with  almost  a 
gemal  expression  on  his  face.  "  If  you  really  do  feel 
you  would  prefer  to  take  advantage  of  being  within 
easy  reach  of  a  raUway  station,"  he  said  tenfativT 
ve  could  send  your  baggage  ahead  to-morrow  mom' 
ing  with  your  servant,  and  drop  you  at  the  station  on 

""Z  ^^.*^*^^  P^^^^-    ^^*  ^*  *he  ^e  time."  he 
added,  with  hasty  politeness,  "  of  courae  we  don't  wish 
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you  to  huiry  away  I  "    He  had  become  aware  that  his 
wife  was  looking  -^t  him  with  reproof. 

"  You  are  exceedingly  kind — indeed  you  have  all 
been  more  than  kind."  said  '^'r  Rowland,  including  the 
whole  table  in  a  grateful  inchnation  of  his  head,  "  but 
you  start  on  the  second  part  of  your  tour,  I  believe, 
when  you  march  from  ^^re,  and  are  going,  I  think  you 
said,  into  much  wilder  country  and  still  further  fror 
civilization?  As  I  have  had  this  warning  of  fever  i 
am  sure  it  w^'U  be  more  prudent  for  me  to  go  home.  I 
am  sorry  tc  ^,ive  up  the  rest  of  my  travels  out  here, 
but,  after  all,  health  must  be  the  first  consideration 
with  everybody,  and  I  can  hardly  hop  to  have  such  a 
{feasant  time  anj^here  elre  in  this  coimtry  as  you  have 
been  kind  enough  to  give  me." 

"  Oh!  but  you  really  ought  to  see  Rotah — a  native 
state  I  "  persuaded  Mrs  Fleetwood. 

"  I  should  miss  the  mail,"  he  said  absently,  and 
fixeu  his  eyes  on  Marion  with  a  pens;  »  gaze.  He  re- 
garded her  in  this  way  till  her  cheeks .  ihed  nervously 
and  she  bent  over  her  plate. 

So  it  was  decided.  Mr  Fleetwood  sent  for  a  rail- 
way time-table  from  the  office  and  ascertained  that  a 
mail  train  left  Rotah  at  a  time  that  would  be  convenient 
for  them  to  arrive  there  next  afternoon.  Sir  Rowland 
went  off  after  breakfast  to  give  orders  about  his  pack- 
ing, and  Marion  and  Isabel  betook  themselves  to  the 
shade  of  the  great  bamboo  clump  where  Fay  had 
collected  chairs  and  tables  and  caused  a  drugget  to  be 
spread. 

They  formed  a  pleasing  picture,  the  two  fair  young 
Englishwomen,  no  longer  in  th  4r  first  girlhood,  but  so 
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attractive  m  their  fresh  maturity  of  figure,  face,  and 
movement.    They  possessed  an  agreeable  self-confi- 

«    !  7^"*  ""^^  ^""^  6°°**  manners-awkward  or 

a^ected  they  had  never  been-and  their  attitudes,  as 

they  sat  in  their  soft  white  gowns  against  the  green 

S         **^    ^^^^^^"^    bamboos,    were    naturaUy 

"How  shaU  we  go  to-morrow  afternoon?  "  Isabel 
asked.  I  don't  want  to  ride,  but  we  shall  Z 
such  a  pack  in  the  carriage,  with  Sir  Rowland 
and  Fay  as  well.  I  suppose  dad  will  take  the  doe- 
cart.  ^ 

"  I  shan't  go."  ?aid  Marion.  "  I  don't  in  the  least 
want  to  see  the  Rajah  of  Rotah  and  his  hoirid  palace 
or  his  stupid  httle  wife.  And  I  haven't  the  admkation 
for  Captam  Somerton  that  mother  alwa3S  professes 
I  m  sure  he  positively  dislikes  girls,  if  he  ever  thmks 
about  them  at  all  I  " 

"  I  wonder-"  began  Isabel.  She  wanted  to  say 
die  wondered  if  Sir  Rowland  meant  to  "  speak  out " 
before  he  went  away,  but  Marion  looked  so  cross  she 
nad  not  the  courage  to  continue. 

They  sat  silent,  pretending  to  read,  in  the  sleepy 
lull  of  the  afternoon;  servants  fed  or  snoozed  in  the 
back  regions  of  the  mango  grove-it  was  their  special 
hour  when  to  disturb  them  would  argue  a  lack  of  the 
consideration  which  is  almost  invariably  shown  to- 
wards  natives  by  Europeans  accustomed  to  India-and 
there  would  be  little  movement  in  the  camp  now  till 
tea-time,  when  the  goats  would  be  milked  and  the 
sahibs  guns  got  out.  Then,  as  the  smi  slackened,  and 
when  tea  had  revived  the  party,  they  would  start  for 
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the  evening  stroll,  with  the  dogs,  to  the  nearest  swamp 
where  game  was  known  to  be  congregated. 

The  afternoon  hours  seemed  longer  than  usual  to 
Marion  Fleetwood.  She  felt  restless  and  irritable,  and 
Isabel  observed  covertly  that  she  often  glanced  up  from 
her  book  towards  the  tent  where  their  guest  was,  pre- 
sumably, making  his  preparations  to  leave  them. 
Could  they  have  looked  inside  the  tent  they  would 
have  seen  Sir  Rowland  sound  asleep  on  his  bed,  while 
his  servant  sorted  clothes  and  packed  boxes  noiselessly, 
though  with  a  will.  Alphonso  disapproved  of  camp 
life.  He  had  quarrelled  perpetually  with  Gunga,  who 
found  him  an  exacting  and  troublesome  guest,  and  he 
was  enchanted  at  the  prospect  of  an  immediate  return 
to  Bombay,  where  he  would  pick  up  another  employer 
directly  his  present  master  was  safely  on  the  homeward- 
bound  steamer.  It  was  lucrative  work,  this  temporary 
service  with  Englishmen  who  crune  out  to  India  for 
short  periods  and  had  no  notion  of  the  correct  price 
of  anything  in  the  country.  It  did  not  suit  Alphonso 
to  be  attached  to  the  private  camp  or  establishment  of 
an  official  where  there  were  no  bills  to  be  paid  or  pur- 
chases induced.  When  presently  a  message  came  to 
say  that  tea  was  ready  he  returned  an  arrogant  answer 
that  the  sahib  was  resting  and  could  not  be  disturbed. 

Therefore  when  Sir  Rowland  did  open  his  eyes  he 
found  the  sun  sinking,  and  the  cold  nip  in  the  air  he  so 
much  disliked  already  established.  He  ordered  some 
tea,  which  was  served  to  him  promptly.  The  celerity 
with  which  food  could  be  prepared  in  India,  no  matter 
at  what  time  it  was  ordered,  surprised  him  continually. 
Indian  kitchens  seemed  to  be  worked  by  magic.    One 
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had  only  to  ask  for  breakfast,  dinner,  tea,  as  the  case 
might  be.  and  the  meal  was  ready,  whether  in  advance 
of  or  beyond  the  proper  hour;  and  nothing  was  ever 
underdone  or  overcooked,  as  assuredly  would  have 
been  the  case  at  home  in  the  same  circumstances. 

After  the  tea  he  felt  refreshed  and  put  on  his  great- 
coat to  stroll  about  in  front  of  the  camp.    He  con- 
cluded that  the  rest  of  the  party  were  out  shooting 
for  he  heard  frequent  shots  in  the  distance,  and  it 
gave  him  satisfaction  to  feel  that  he  had  seen  the  last 
of  these  evening  expeditions  with  dogs  and  guns— 
that  kind  of  sport  did  not  appeal  to  him.    To  be  sure 
smaU  game  abounded  but  it  was  all  too  pottering-  it 
was  a  nuisance  getting  wet  feet  and  legs,  as  often 
happened,  and  he  was  constantly  in  fear  of  steppmg 
on  a  snake  since  the  day  he  had  seen  the  Commissioner 
kiU  a  cobra  at  the  edge  of  a  swamp.    When  he  shot 
at  all  he  liked  the  entire  day  to  be  devoted  to  sport 
with  the  accompaniment  of  plenty  of  beaters  and 
loaders  and  spectators,  and  a  champagne  luncheon  in 
a  marquee,  and  motors  to  convey  the  sportsmen  out 
and  back  again. 

He  felt  quite  cold  as  he  left  his  tent.  A  blue  smoke 
floated  in  the  air  and  curled  about  the  branches  of  the 
trees,  a  pungent  smeU  of  burning  wood  mingled  with 
the  intangible  aromatic  odour  that  seemed  everywhere 
in  India.  Something  rustled  in  the  bamboos  near  by. 
and  a  flying  fox  lurched  out  and  flapped  heavUy  away 
like  an  elephantine  bat.  with  a  curious  plaintive  squeak. 
Someone  came  from  the  living-tent  towards  him— 
Marion  Fleetwood. 

"  Do  you  think  you  ought  to  be  out?  "  the  girl 
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said  easily.  "  The  mist  is  rising  from  the  canal — it's 
not  very  safe  after  fever.  There's  a  nice  fire  in  the 
tent." 

•^  Oh!  I  feel  I  must  stretch  my  legs  a  little."  He 
spoke  with  genial  friendliness.  "  I'm  ashamed  to  say 
I  have  been  asleep  the  whole  afternoon.  Alphonso 
ought  to  have  woke  me  long  ago.  I'd  like  to  wander 
about  a  bit  if  you  won't  feel  cold."  He  seemed  to 
take  it  for  granted  that  she  would  be  his  companion. 

"Oh!  I  never  feel  cold,"  said  Marion,  and  paced 
at  his  side  over  the  hard  groimd  that  was  patched 
with  coarse  grass.  She  wore  no  hat,  and  in  her  neat 
tweed  coat  and  skirt  she  looked  the  embodiment  of 
health  and  energy. 

There  was  a  pause  before  Sir  Rowland  said 
wretchedly: 

"  Sometimes  I  think  you  never  feel  anything." 

"  Why?  "    She  turned  to  him  in  genuine  surprise. 

He  kicked  a  little  piece  of  dry  soil  into  fragments. 
"  Well,  you  don't  care  two  pins  about  my  going  away 
to-morrow.    And  we  have  been  such  friends." 

Marion  felt  confused.    What  was  to  be  said ! 

"  I  am  very  sorry  yjou  are  going,"  she  managed  to 
tell  him,  without  a  tremor  in  her  voice. 

He  laughed  artificially  and  took  a  cigarette-case 
out  of  his  pocket.    "  May  I  smoke?  " 

"Of  course!" 

"  No,"  he  said  peevishly,  "  yeu  won't  miss  me  at 
all.  And  probably  when  we  meet  again  in  England 
you  will  have  forgotten  all  about  me." 

"  You  must  think  I  have  a  very  bad  memory.  Sir 
Rowland." 
7 
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What  could  be  the  man's  purpose  in  talking  like 
this?  Did  he  wish  to  extract  from  her  some  assurance 
that  she  cared  for  him  before  he  actually  proposed? 

"  I  know  what  girls  are,"  he  said  darldy. 

Manon  felt  paralyzed.  Short  of  sajdng  she  was 
ready  to  throw  herself  into  his  arms  she  could  only 
remain  silent. 

Sir  Rowland  sighed.  "  All  the  way  home  on  board 
ship  I  shall  be  thinking  of  you,"  he  said,  "  and  you  will 
be  laughing  and  talking  and  riding  and  dancing  with 
other  men.  I  don't  make  friends  very  easily,  and 
when  I  do  the  friendship  means  a  great  deal  to  me." 

"  So  it  does  to  me,"  said  Marion,  lamely. 

He  caught  her  hand.  "  Then  we  really  are  friends 
— ^you  won't  forget  me — Marion? "  he  said  with 
fervour. 

"  No."  Marion  spoke  slowly,  and,  hating  herself, 
she  returned  the  pressure  of  his  hand.  "  I  won't 
forget  you — imless  you  wish  it." 

"  Wish  it?  "  He  Ufted  her  hand  and  put  it  to  his 
lips.  "  I  shall  count  the  hours  till  we  meet  again 
in  England — in  London!  Imagine  how  delightful  it 
will  be  to  go  together  to  theatres,  to  suppers,  to  picture- 
galleries,  to  meet  at  things  everyone  goes  to!  I  shall 
look  out  for  you — ^when? — about  May?  I  shall  see 
you  coming  towards  me  in  the  Park  or  perhaps  at 
Ranelagh,  or  at  some  evening  crush  where  I  shall 
have  been  bored  blue  till  I  catch  sight  of  your  face." 

Then  Marion,  who  was  no  fool,  realized  the  situa- 
tion and  met  it. 

"  Yes,"  she  said  gaily,  "  and  I  shall  remind  you  of 
our  rides  with  the  bobbery  pack,  and  your  first,  and 
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let  us  hope  your  last,  attack  of  Indian  fever.  You 
mustn't  forget  India,  Sir  Rowland.  Though  I  shall 
be  glad  to  say  good-bye  to  the  country  I  shall  always 
remember  very  pleasant  times  out  here — ^your  visit 
among  them." 

Sir  Rowland  executed  minuet  steps  at  her  side. 
"  Dearest  girl!  say  good-bye  to  me  kindly,  here,  now — 
Marion,  give  me  a  kiss  to  take  away  with  me,  to 
remember." 

He  bent  his  head  towards  her,  smelling  of  flowers 
of  honey  and  scented  soap,  and  the  oil  he  put  on  his 
oeard  and  moustache. 

Marion  slapped  his  face  with  swift  determination. 
"  You  will  remember  that,"  she  said  briskly,  as  he 
cried  out,  his  hand  to  his  cheek. 

Voices  and  footsteps  echoed  through  the  trees. 
A  dog  rushed  up  to  them — a  native  followed  canying 
a  gamo-stick  laden  with  birds,  and  then  the  remainder 
of  the  Fleetwood  family  appeared,  Fay  and  the  Com- 
missioner, his  wife  and  Isabel,  talking  in  cheerful  tones, 
hungry,  in  the  best  of  spirits. 
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CHAPTER  VII 

CLIVE  SOMERTON  idled  in  the  veranda  of  his 
bachelor  bungalow,  awaiting  the  arrival  c.  his 
friends,  the  Fleetwoods.  He  looked  forward  to  their 
visit — ^life  at  Rotah  was  monotonous  despite  the  privi- 
leges of  his  appointment,  and  a  pleasant  break  was 
welcome  in  the  daily  routine  of  schooling  the  young 
Rajah  in  ethics  of  sport  and  pastimes  and  general 
behaviour.  OiJy  in  the  evenings,  when  the  zenana 
claimed  the  youth's  company,  was  Somerton  supposed 
to  be  free  to  commingle  with  the  few  other  English 
officials  of  the  State,  most  of  whom  were  at  the  present 
time  in  camp. 

He  stood  there,  in  the  shade  of  the  veranda,  dressed 
in  grey  flannels,  easy  of  figure  and  bearing,  his  hands 
in  his  pockets,  his  eyes  narrowed  between  their  black 
lashes  gazing  into  the  dusty  glare  outside. 

To  the  right  of  his  bungalow,  some  quarter  of  a 
mile  away,  stood  the  royal  dwelling,  half  palace,  half 
fort,  the  more  modem  portion  gleaming  white,  a 
melley  of  pillars  and  porti  jes  and  elaborate  carvings, 
doors  and  lattices,  crowded  together  without  purpose 
or  design,  huddled  against  the  a  -.ient  citadel  of 
Rotah's  ancestors  The  old  fort,  built  of  massive 
masonry,  rose  in  gloomy  pile  behind  it,  mellowed  and 
defaced  by  time  and  the  assaults  of  enemies  in  bygone, 
turbulent  days— crumbling  on  the  surface  but  solid 
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as  ever  beneath.  Here  were  to  be  found  narrow  pas- 
sages and  courtyards,  out  of  which  led  countless  little 
rooms,  windowless,  untenanted  save  by  reptiles,  bats, 
insects;  underground  chamber',,  vaults,  sinister  places 
of  darkness  and  decay.  Within  the  high  walls  that 
enclosed  the  grounds  of  the  fort  and  palace  were  the 
bungalows  occupied  by  Mr  Maitland  and  Captain 
Somerton;  also  accommodation  for  servants  and 
guards,  for  priests,  friends  and  relations,  with  all  their 
para.sites  as  well. 

There  was  noise  and  movement  on  every  side.  At 
this  moment  a  clumsy,  hooded  vehicle  rolled  by,  a 
species  of  "four-poster"  on  wheels,  jingling  noisy 
bells,  hung  with  crimson  curtains  and  yellow  fringe; 
large  red  and  gold  tassels  swung  from  the  ornamental 
trappings  of  the  pair  of  white  bullocks  that  drew  the 
conveyance  —  beautiful  specimens  of  the  northern 
trotting  breed.  As  it  passed  a  lean  brown  hand,  like 
a  little  claw,  crept  out  and  parted  the  curtains  ever  so 
narrowly,  and  Somerton  caught  a  glimpse  of  a  small 
figure  within — a  female  figure  wrapped  in  a  white 
shawl.  He  knew  it  for  that  of  Rotah's  mother — ^the 
Ma-ji — who  was  generally  to  blame  for  any  trouble 
that  might  arise  in  the  zenana — who  was  dist*  sted 
and  detested  by  the  Rajah's  English  guardian  ,  be- 
cause she  gave  her  son  bad  advice,  and  endeavoured 
to  influence  him  in  the  wrong  direction  through  the 
Rani,  his  wife.  She  was  undisguisedly  obstructive, 
and  determined  to  spoil  her  little  grandson,  sole  heir 
at  present  to  his  young  father's  possessions. 

"  Old  viper! "  muttered  Somerton.  Then  he 
speculated  as  to  what  could  be  her  object  in  taking 
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the  air  just  at  this  time,  when  the  whole  zenana  was 
aware  that  English  visitors  were  expected— when  !frs 
Fleetwood  and  her  daughters  would  assuredly  be  con- 
ducted to  the  women's  quarters  to  exchange  civilities 
with  the  Rani  and  her  ladies,  to  see  the  baby  boy,  and 
pretend  to  eat  sweetmeats  and  sickly  cakes.  Surely 
it  was  rather  strange  that  the  old  lady  should  absent 
herself  when  such  n  excitement  was  afoot.  She  must 
be  intent  on  some  important  mischief;  but  time 
alone  could  disclose  what,  if  it  ever  transpired  at 
all. 

The  bullock  carriage  rumbled  and  'ingled  and 
fluttered  on  its  way,  but  before  it  passea  quite  into 
the  distance  Captain  Somerton  saw  it  swerve  to  one 
side,  for  an  open  barouche  and  pair  of  bay  hoises 
swept  past  it,  duigerously  close.  The  native  driver, 
in  his  haughty  position  of  coachman  to  a  sahib  of  high 
estate,  dashed  contemptuously  near  the  wheels  of  the 
despised  vehicle;  but  the  sahib  himself  returned  the 
salaam  of  the  attendant  on  the  box-seat  of  the  humbler 
conveyance  and  shouted  an  angry  rebuke  to  his  coach- 
man for  driving  so  recklessly,  and  for  appropriating  the 
whole  of  the  road  in  such  a  manner. 

Then  the  barouche  drew  up  at  the  steps  of  Captain 
Somerton's  veranda— Mr  and  Mrs  Fleetwood  and  Fay, 
their  youngest  daughter,  seated  within  it. 

"  Hullo! "  Somerton  exclaimed  to  himself  with 
inward  amusement— '"  the  flapper,'  the  friend  of 
Akbarl"  He  had  not  expected  her,  and  felt  sur- 
prised that  her  sisters  were  not  of  the  party,  but  he 
was  conscious  of  pleasure  at  sight  of  her  face  and 
thought  how  sweet  the  child  looked  a!>  she  stood  up 
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to  follow  her  parents  from  the  carriage.  There  was  a 
fragile  grace  about  her  young  figure  that  pleased  his 
rather  austere  fancy,  her  slender  neck  was  so  fair  and 
delicate,  rising  from  the  low  muslin  collar  of  her  blouse, 
her  grey  eyes  ^/ere  innocently  serious  with  a  touch  of 
aloof  independence  in  their  gaze,  the  defensiveness  of 
youth;  and  her  hau:  fluffed  in  such  a  soft  cloud  be- 
neath the  frill  of  her  hat— a  flapping,  baby  head- 
dress edged  with  lace,  having  a  touch  of  something 
blue  amid  its  white  folds  and  gathers. 

She  walked  in  sedately  behind  her  father  and  mother, 
and  a  little  smile  of  pleased  interest  parted  her  lips 
as  she  noticed  the  heads  and  horns  and  skins,  and  the 
shelves  full  of  books,  that  seeired  chiefly  to  furnish 
the  sitting-room.  Mrs  Fleetwood  sat  down  and  with 
placid  deliberation  unwoxmd  the  gauze  veil  tied  over 
her  hat  to  protect  it  from  the  dust.  She  said  as  she 
did  so:  "  The  girls  asked  me  to  give  you  all  sorts  of 
messages,  Captain  Somerton.  They  were  so  sorry  not 
to  come,  but  they  both  felt  they  wanted  a  rest.  We 
have  marched  very  hard  lately,  and  1  really  think  they 
were  rather  worn  out  with  entertaining  a  man  who 
has  been  staying  with  us— a  globe-trotter." 

The  Commissioner  gave  a  grunt  of  unmistakable 

disgust. 

"  Oh!  John  dear,  he  meant  very  well,  poor  man! 
However,  he  got  fever  and  thought  he  had  better  go 
back  to  England,  so  we  dropped  him  at  the  railway 
station  on  our  way  here." 

"  Don't  talk  about  him,"  said  her  husband,  and 
began  an  inspection  tour  of  the  sporting  trophies  on 
the  walls  and  floor.    Each  had  a  history  that  en- 
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thraUed  Fay  to  hear,  and  she  foUowed,  listening  in 
silence  to  their  host's  reminiscences.  .  .  .    That  was 
the  head  of  a  bull  buffalo,  the  terror  of  a  district,  that 
had  charged  viciously  from  behind  a  clump  of  bushes, 
like  an  express  engine,  and  fallen  literally  at  Captain 
Somerton's  feet,  shot  between  the  eyes.    That  beautiful 
cold  weather  tiger-skin  had  belonged  to  a  full-grown 
fellow  he  met  face  to  face  quite  unexpectedly  on  a 
forest  path.    The  leopard  by  the  window  was  a  man- 
eater  in  his  lifetime— diabolically  cunning;    he  had 
killed  seventeen   people,   to   Somerton's   ki:.>wledge, 
before  he  was  cornered  in  a  rice-field  and  killed.    The 
two  men  agreed  that  once  a  leopard  took  to  man- 
eating  he  was  infihitely  worse  than  any  tiger.    This 
one,  for  example,  had  gone  into  villages  and  dragged 
its  victims  from  their  beds,  but  finding  that  the  people 
often  followed  with  sticks  and  stones  and  disturbing 
noises,  so  that  the  prey  had  sometimes  to  be  dropped, 
it  took  to  first  crunching  the  head  of  the  sleeper  so 
that  the  senseless  body  could  be  borne  off  in  sUence, 
unresisting.    ITien  there  were  heads  and  horns  of  deer 
and  antelope,  boars'  tushes,  a  rhinoceros  horn,  a  hoard 
of  tigers'   teeth  and  claws  and  "luck  bones"— no 
novelty  to  the  Fleetwoods,  for  the  Commissioner  had 
also  made  such  a  collection  during  all  his  service,  and 
his  wife  and  girls  possessed  various  ornaments  of  claws 
and  bones  set  in  silver  or  gold. 

"All  my  best  heads  and  skins  are  at  home," 
Somerton  told  them.  "These  are  only  what  I've 
shot  since  I  came  out  last  time.  Leave  seems  more 
difficult  to  get  out  here  every  year.  The  worst  of  this 
billet  is  that  there  is  so  little  sport  round  about— good 
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small  game  shooting,  of  course,  in  the  cold  weather, 
and  a  few  black  buck,  but  nothing  more  exciting. 
Rotah  doesn't  really  care  for  shooting,  worse  luck, 
though  I've  no  doubt  he'd  delight  in  a  big  drive  such 
as  his  forbears  used  to  go  in  for— every  anunal  in  the 
jungle  tearing  pa^c  platforms  in  the  trees,  as  if  a  great 
fire  was  beaind  them,  and  pot  shots  taken  at  every- 
thing." 

Fay  said  suddenly:  "  Where  do  you  keep  your 
things  at  home — ^in  England?  "  She  felt  a  strong 
curiosity  to  know  something  about  Captain  Somerton's 
people.  Was  his  mother  alive? — had  he  any  sisters? 
— and  where  did  they  live?  Her  mother  and  Marion 
and  Isabel  were  always  sa3ring  it  was  so  rude  to  ask 
questions,  but  surely  there  could  be  no  harm  in  a 
"  feeler "  such  as  this,  and  perhaps  it  might  draw 
forth  all  she  wished  to  hear. 

"  I  send  them  to  my  brother,"  he  said,  rather 
absently,  for  he  was  examining  a  glass  eye  that  seemed 
loose  in  a  tiger's  head;  "  he's  married,  you  see,  and 
livej  in  our  old  home,  in  Gloucestershire.  That's  a 
picture  of  the  house,  just  behind  you." 

Fay  turned  to  the  enlarged  photograph  of  a  fine  old 
country  house  of  the  west-country  type,  with  pointed 
gables,  tiled  roof,  deep  mullioned  windows,  and  a 
terrace  with  a  stone  balustrade  and  urns  placed  at 
intervals,  filled  with  plants;  stretches  of  lawn  with 
CYpress  trees  and  tall  elms  beyond. 

"  I  suppose  your  brother  is  taking  care  of  your 
things  till  you  want  them  for  a  home  of  your  own?  " 
said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  with  motherly  interest. 

He  answered  her  with  a  careless  laugh.    "  OhI   I 
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don't  suppose  I  shall  ever  settle  down.  I  can  always 
make  my  headquarters  there,"  he  looked  towards  the 
picture,  "  when  I'm  in  Englar'l,  and  they  give  me  as 
much  shooting  and  hunting  and  fishing  as  I  want; 
but  it  would  be  a  different  thing  altogether,  I  expect, 
if  I  were  married.  My  sister-in-law  isn't  particularly 
devoted  to  her  own  sex." 

"  Has  she  any  children?  " 

"  No,  it's  a  pity,  especially  as  the  money  is  nearly 
all  hers "  y  J 

"  Then  does  the  place  come  to  you  eventually,  if 
there  are  no  children?  " 

Who  was  asking  questions  now!— Fay  thought  with 
malicious  triumph. 

"  I  suppose  so—and  with  precious  little  to  keep  it 
going.  But  my  brother's  a  comparatively  young  mar, 
I'm  glad  to  say— and  I  shall  probably  die  Ic  j  before 
he  does— killed  by  an  elephant  or  a  tiger,  or  a  fall  down 
a  precipice  or  something  equally  abnipt !  " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  stifled  a  sigh.  What  a  pity  Marion 
had  not  taken  the  fancy  of  this  nice  yoimg  man — well- 
bred,  good-looking,  bound  to  rise  in  his  profession, 
having  prospects,  too,  though,  of  course,  remote. 
But  Marioi.  would  only  have  said,  as  usual,  that  she 
couldn't  live  in  Indin.  silly  girl,  and  Captain  Somerton 
was  not  the  kind  oi  man  to  be  contented  at  home 
without  money,  even  had  he  not  belonged  to  the 
Indian.  Army,  which  bound  him  more  or  less  to 
India. 

Her  reflections  were  scattered  by  the  sight  of  the 
tea-tray,  brought  in  by  a  neat  table-servant  in  spot- 
less garments.    Tkey  att  good  bread-and-butter  (Mrs 
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Fleetwood  noting  with  approval  that  the  butter  wai 
excellent — most  unusual  in  a  bachelor's  «tablish- 
ment!)— and  th«"^  were  light  sponge  cakea,  squares 
of  chocolate  toffy,  and  some  wonderful  sweetmeats  of 
cocoa-nut,  which  Fay  consumed,  much  to  the  relief 
of  her  host,  who  knew  how  eagerly  the  cook  desired  to 
please  his  master's  guests.  The  old  servant  had  been 
for  years  with  Somerton— an  anxious,  aged  person  in  a 
white  petticoat,  who  could  turn  out  a  capix  dinner  of 
four  or  five  courses  from  a  hole  in  the  ground  and  three 
bricks,  however  far  removed  from  civilization,  and 
would  follow  his  sahib  without  complaint  through 
jungle  and  forest,  to  Himalayan  heights  and  desert 
land,  accepting  such  incomprehensible  tastes  and 
habits  with  philosophic  devotion. 

When  tea  was  over  they  all  drove  in  the  Fleetwoods' 
carriage  to  the  palace,  llie  distance  was  insignificant, 
but  to  arrive  on  foot  would  not  have  been  quite  in 
keeping  with  a  visit  that  was  semi-of&cial.  The  youiig 
Rajah,  very  simply  dressed  in  white,  received  them  in 
a  long  room  that  seemed  lined  with  looking-glasses 
and  oleographs  in  gay  frames,  and  hung  with  crystal 
chandeliers.  A  fuU-sized  billiard  -ble  stood  at  one 
end,  and  a  large  crimson  velvet  divan  of  English  manu- 
facture at  the  other.  A  magiiificent  Turkey  carpet 
covered  the  floor,  and  there  were  a  few  gilt  chairs  up- 
holstered in  coloured  brocades.  Rotah's  predecessor 
had  taken  paiticular  pride  in  this  room,  and  in  the 
curious  collection  of  objects  it  contained  in  addition 
to  the  furniture — musical  boxes  of  all  sizes,  gramo- 
phones, mechanical  toys  and  contrivances.  The 
former  Rajah  had  been  famous  among  his  compeers 
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as  a  being  of  remarkable  taste-had  he  not  actually 
caused  little  watches  encircled  with  diamonds  to  be 
set  m  the  toes  of  his  best  English  patent  leather  shoes! 
At   first    all   these  marvels   had   astonished   and 
fascmated  the  new  heir-indeed  he  still  considered 
them  very  wonderful,  though  famUiarity  had  by  this 
ime  tempered  his  respect.    He  also  greatly  admired 
the  decorations  and  furniture  of  this  room  and  the  suite 
adjommg  It.  though  it  would  never  have  occurred  to 
him  to  live  in  them  himself.    He  occupied  special 
quarters  m  the  old  fort,  where  he  felt  natural  and  at 
ease;   poky  little  chambers  with  bolsters  and  pillows 
piled  on  the  floors,  and  sUver  drinking  vessels  and 
hookahs  lymg  about.    Now,  when  in  company,  he 
smoked   cigarettes,    but   he   infinitely  preferred   the 
bubbling  native  pipe  and  its  acrid  flavour.    He  had 
lived  too  long  in  purely  Eastern  fashion,  youth  though 
he  yet  was.  to  adapt  himself  very  readUy  to  English 
surroundings  and  habits  in  private  life. 

His  pleasure  at   seeing   Mrs    Fleetwood  and  her 

^Tff^T.^"^^*^'  "^^  undisguised  and  spontaneous 
-of  Mr  Fleetwood  he  was  obviously  rather  in  awe- 
and  he  smiled,  showing  his  beautiful  teeth,  flashing  his 
great   brown  eyes,   bending  over  thek  hands  as  he 
uttered  his  welcome  in  English  that  was  vastly  im- 
proved though  still  halting.    He  was  much  gratified 
to  learn  that  Louisa,  the  white  Persian  cat.  was  in 
good  health;   he  was  naively  eager  to  display  one  of 
his  most  cherished  possessions-a  bird  that  piped  in  a 
gilt  cage  when  wound  up.  moving  its  wings  and  taU 
and  opening  its  yellow  beak;    he  turned  on  the  big 
gramophone,    which   bellowed   out    a   deafening   sea 
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song  in  the  voice  of  a  famous  bass  opera-singer;  and 
he  showed  the  ladies  all  the  various  European  treasures 
acquired  by  his  kinsman  the  late  Rajah,  among  them 
being  a  penny-in-the-slot  machine. 

"When  I  go  to  England,"  Rotah  informed  his 
visitors,  "  I  bring  back  with  me  many  much  more  new 
things.  And  I  bring  also  a  motor  bicycle,  and  a  Ufe- 
belt,  and  a— a— bull-dog,"  this  last  with  real  effort, 
for  curiously  enough  among  natives  of  India  there  is 
a  natural  inclination  to  pronounce  bull-dog  as  "  gul- 
dknk,"  just  as  champagne  is  universally  caUed 
"  simpkin." 

"  Oh,  no,  Rajah-sahib,  not  a  bull-dog — ^bring  out 
a  nice  black  pug!  "  adjured  Fay,  who  ardently  desired 
one  herself. 

"  A  pug?  "  said  the  Rajah,  with  interest;  "  what 
is  a  pug?  " 

"  A  sort  of  dog,"  Captain  Somerton  told  him, 
laughing,  "  and  let  me  warn  you  in  time  that  it  is  an 
animal  no  self-respecting  sportsman  would  be  seen 
with  in  public." 

Rotah  laughed  too,  without  understanding;  then 
observing  that  Fay  evidently  was  not  amused  he 
hastened  to  entreat  that  he  might  at  once  procure  a 
pug  for  her  from  England,  if  they  were  not  to  be  bought 
in  India.  Mrs  Fleetwood  interposed  and  said,  "  Cer- 
tainly not,"  very  kindly  but  firmly.  They  had  far 
too  many  dogs  already,  and  would  be  obliged,  as  it 
was,  to  leave  them  all  behind  when  they  went  home. 

"  But  I  shall  take  Louisa  and  Akbar,"  said  Fay, 
rather  truculently. 

This  was  hardly  the  time  or  place  to  argue  such  a 
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question,  so  Mrs  Reetwood  wisely  ignored  it  and  sug- 
gested instead  that  she  and  her  daughter  should  visit 
the  ladies  of  the  zenana,  if  convenient  to  everyone. 

"  It  gets  dark  so  early  now,"  she  said,  "  and  if  you 
and  Captain  Somerton  are  gomg  to  take  my  husband 
over  the  stables  while  we  visit  the  Rani,  there  isn't 
any  too  much  time." 

So  Fay  and  Mrs  Fleetwood  were  conducted  by  the 
Rajah  to  the  threshold  of  the  women's  apartments, 
where  he  handed  them  over  to  a  group  of  female 
attendants,  arranging  to  meet  them  again  in  the 
reception-room  when  the  tour  of  the  stables  should  be 
over. 

Fay  had  been  into  zenanas  before,  and  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood was  weU  used  to  such  interiors.  They  were 
both  familiar  with  the  sickly  perfumes,  anr  he  half 
light,  and  the  airless,  heavy  atmosphere,  the  whisper- 
ings and  tinklings  and  swish  of  clothing,  and  the  ex- 
cited faces  that  clustered  from  every  comer. 

The  little  Rani  herself  rose  from  a  pile  of  rugs  and 
nchly-embroidered  cushions  heaped  on  an  inlaid  bed- 
stead. She  must  have  been  rather  younger  than  Fay 
but  her  small  oval  face  was  duU  and  expressionless' 
her  skin  was  pitted  with  smallpox,  her  solemn  eyes' 
theu-  lids  painted  with  kohl,  looked  immense-^ut  of 
all  proportion  to  the  size  of  her  button  nose  and  pout- 
ing little  mouth.  The  parting  of  her  glistening  black 
hair  was  stained  red,  as  were  also  the  tips  of  her  fingers 
and  toes  and  the  palms  of  her  hands.  A  gauze  veil 
embroidered  with  gold  threads  framed  her  f^ce  and 
enveloped  her  plump  body. 

Two  clumsy  English  chairs  with  cane  seats  were 
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produced  for  the  visitors,  and  a  swarm  of  women 
gathered  around  them,  staring  and  listening  and 
making  remarks,  as  well  as  frequently  taking  part  in 
the  conversation.  There  were  several  children,  too, 
odd,  pulpy  little  creatures,  silent  and  apathetic,  loaded 
with  silver  ornaments,  bangles  and  anklets,  necklaces 
and  charms. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  conversed  cordially  with  the  Rani 
according  to  zenana  etiquette.  Fay  permitted  the 
women  and  girls  to  examine  the  blue  enamelled  watch 
that  had  been  a  birthday  present  from  her  father — it 
was  passed  from  one  to  the  other  amid  a  chorus  of  in- 
terested admiration.  A  tray  of  sweetmeats  was  handed 
to  the  guests,  and  inquiries  were  made  as  to  whether 
Fay  were  married  or  not — the  answer  causing  a  moment's 
silence  of  puzzled  disapproval.  Then  Mrs  Fleetwood 
asked  for  the  baby,  and  was  surprised  and  concerned 
to  see  two  large  tears  gather  in  the  little  mother's  eyes 
and  roll,  unhindered,  down  her  cheeks.  The  elder 
woman  leaned  forward  kindly  and  touched  the  small 
hand,  hardly  bigger  than  a  child's,  that  rested,  quiver- 
ing now,  in  the  Rani's  lap. 

"  What  is  the  matter,  my  daiighter?  "  she  inquired 
in  her  colloquial  Hindustani,  winch,  after  all,  was  the 
speech  best  understood  of  the  princess,  who  had  been 
rjused,  so  to  speak,  f-om  the  gutter. 

The  Rani  glanced  round — a  nervous,  hurried  glance, 
and  an  old  woman  in  the  background  volunteered  the 
information  that  the  Ma-ji  had  not  yet  returned. 
"  But,"  she  added  significantly,  in  a  croaking  voice, 
"  she  may  be  here  at  any  minute." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  realized  that  here  was  some  zenana 
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intrigue  or  disagreement— that  the  Rani  was  not 
happy,  that  something  was  wrong.  The  Ma-ji,  she 
realized,  must  be  the  Rajah's  mother— the  grandmother 
of  the  httle  prince. 

The  Rani's  tears  increased  and  dropped  on  to  her 
pretty  draperies  with  sharp  little  taps.  She  caught 
at  the  Englishwoman's  arm.  "  Lady— come  and  see 
the  child.  Have  we  not  all  heard  of  thy  skill  m  sick- 
ness, of  the  magic  healing  of  thy  hand.  For  these 
three  days  hath  the  baba  been  ailing  through  trouble 
in  his  gums,  and  the  spells  and  charms  and  remedies 
of  my  mother-in-law,  the  Ma-ji,  avaU  not,  though  she 
also  be  deeply  learned  in  such  matters." 

"But,  Rani,  there  is  the  English  doctor.  Why 
not  ask  the  Rajah,  thy  husband,  to  let  1. 1  see  the 
little  one?— though  I  will  come  now,  willingly,  as  well." 
There  was  a  movement  of  hesitation  among  the 
concourse  of  females,  beginning  with  the  Rani  herself. 
"  My  mother-in-law,"  she  admitted,  "  does  not  credit 
the  English  doctor-sahib  with  knowledge;  and  but 
now  hath  she  gone  to  procure  a  remedy  from  a  wise 
man  in  the  city  who  is  said  to  have  power  that  is 
miraculous.  Yet  do  I  fear— oh,  mem-sahib,  come  and 
see  my  little  boy  before  she  returns;  maybe  thy  hand 
is  more  healing  than  the  magic  of  our  people.  Quick, 
let  us  go  at  once  before  she  is  here.  Her  anger  is  so 
swift  — she  would  not  permit  that  we  summoned  the 
foreign  doctor-sahib.  She  told  us  it  was  but  simple 
indisposition,  and  that  he  would  only  bewitch  the 
baba— and  the  English  Government  would  uphold 
him  so  that  we  should  have  no  redress." 

She  waved  aside  the  officious  swarm  of  attendants 
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and  uncurled  herself  from  her  perch.  Mrs  Fleetwood 
stood  up,  and  looked  at  her  own  daughter.  For  aught 
she  could  tell  the  baby  might  be  suffering  from  some 
complaint  that  was  infectious.  She  had  no  wish  to 
run  risks;  if  she  went  to  see  the  child  Fay  had  better 
not  accompany  her. 

"  Fay,"  she  said,  "  stay  here  till  I  come  back.  I 
don't  suppose  I  shall  be  long." 

Fay  nodded.  She  was  content  to  remain  where 
she  was,  being  rather  amused  by  the  tricks  of  a  per- 
forming bird  that  one  of  the  women  had  brought  for- 
ward—a Uttle  parakeet  that  drew  a  tiny  carriage, 
and  turned  somersaults,  and  made  a  salaam. 

But  presently  she  tired  of  the  performance— repe- 
tition does  not  bore  the  Oriental  as  it  does  the  Western 
mind— and  her  enamelled  watch  told  her  that  her 
mother  had  been  absent  for  nearly  ten  minutes  already. 
She  began  to  feel  oppressed  by  the  stifling  atmosphere, 
to  long  for  a  breath  of  fresh  air.  Politely  she  requested 
that  she  might  be  allowed  to  repair  to  the  garden  or 
the  balcony  to  await  her  parent's  return,  and  a  dozen 
eager  gmdes  conducted  her  to  a  door  that  opened  into 
a  square  courtyard,  where  zinnias  and  asters  and  ever- 
lasting flowers  were  growing  in  company  with  highly- 
scented  herbs— dry,  sacred  plants,  pungent  of  odour. 
Higli  walls  shut  out  the  air,  though  the  sun  blazed  down, 
converting  the  enclosure  into  a  veritable  oven.  Fay 
turned  back  in  haste,  followed  by  her  companions,  pre- 
ferring the  dimness  and  comparative  cool  of  the  place 
she  had  left.  She  looked  about  her  and  espied  another 
door.    Perhaps  this  led  to  more  airy  regions.     She 

approached  it,  and  a  clamour  of  protest  rose  from  the 
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throng— That  was  the  door  used  by  the  Rajah  himself 
when  he  wished  to  eat  the  air,  but  none  of  the  women 
ever  passed  through  it  from  within  for  it  led  into  the 
public  gaze.  If  the  young  lady  crossed  that  threshold 
none  of  them  might  accomp^my  her! 

This  appeared  to  Fay  rather  an  advantage  than 
otherwise.  She  hastened  towards  the  door,  and  with 
conciliating  assurances  that  she  would  return  to  bid 
them  farewell  when  her  mother  should  summon  her, 
she  passed  out  into  the  sunny  air  that  was  stirred  with 
a  faint,  fleeting  breeze. 


! 


CHAPTER  VIII 


FAY  found  herself  on  a  broad  terrace,  or  rather 
rampart— a  portion  of  the  old  fort  that  looked 
down  on  gardens  and  villas  and  groves  of  trees,  and  the 
busy  bazaar  beyond — ^then  a  great  plain  on  which 
troops  were  being  drilled  and  horses  exercised.  It  all 
appeared  prosperous  and  content,  and  there  were  miles 
of  flat,  cultivated  land  spreading  to  the  dusty  horizon. 
She  gazed  over  the  Eastern  landscape  with  a  thrill  at 
her  breast.  The  city  dwellings,  and  walls,  and  temples, 
huddled  and  irregular,  lay  veiled  in  a  primrose  mist; 
people  on  the  flat  roofs  moved  indistinctly,  like  figures 
in  a  dream,  and  a  drowsy  hum  rose  from  the  streets 
crossed  and  interlaced,  and  thronged  with  human 
beings. 

She  moved  to  the  edge  of  the  terrace.  Immedi- 
ately below  the  height  on  which  she  stood  a  group  of 
camels  squatted,  mimching  food,  and  a  curl  of  blue 
smoke  went  up  from  a  fire  near  by,  where  the  camel- 
men  prepared  their  evening  meal;  warm,  aromatic 
scents,  now  sweet,  now  almost  bitter,  floated  to  and  fro 
in  the  fitful  Uttle  wind;  lizards  darted  out  from  crevices 
in  the  walls  and  lay  motionless,  watching  her.  The 
girl  felt  enraptured,  yet  sorrowful.  She  could  have 
cried  with  this  strange  emotion  that  came  to  her  always 
when,  as  she  tried  to  express  it  to  herself,  she  was 
"  alone  with  India."     It  moved  her  when  she  watched 
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the  dawn  rise  over  the  hills;  at  evening  in  the  plains 
when  she  saw  the  sun  set  red  behind  the  palm  stems, 
staining  crimson  the  flat  country  and  the  shallow 
stretches  of  water ;  during  long  afternoons  when  peace 
and  silence  were  profound  beneath  the  heat  of  the  sim 
and  the  strong  white  light  that  filtered  through  the 
trees.  .  .  . 

A  sound  of  footsteps  awoke  echoes  from  the  massive 
wall  behind  her,  and  she  turned,  startled,  disturbed, 
in  expectation  of  the  simmions  from  her  mother,  to  see 
Rotah  moving  along  the  terrace,  unattended. 

"  I  come  to  fetch  you  and  Mrs  Fleetwood."  he  ex- 
plained. "  Captain  Somerton  and  your  father  say  time 
to  go." 

His  eyes,  lustrous  and  liquid,  rested  on  her  face 
for  a  moment,  gravely,  with  lingering  attention.  He 
stood  by  her  side,  slender  and  boyish,  clothed  in 
purest  white  that  deepened  and  warmed  the  smooth 
duskiness  of  his  skin. 

"  My  mother  has  gone  to  see  your  little  boy."  Fay 
spoke  in  Hindustani.  "  I  came  out  here  to  wait  for 
her — ^it  was  rather  hot  inside.  I  am  so  sorry  the  baby 
is  not  well." 

"  Oh !  it  will  be  nothing,"  he  said  carelessly,  "  just 
tooth  trouble  that  cannot  be  helped.  The  women 
know  what  to  do," 

Fay  glanced  at  him  furtively,  as  now  he  looked  out 
across  his  domain,  and  it  seemed  absurd  to  her  that 
this  boy,  not  much  older  than  herself,  should  be  married 
and  the  father  of  a  son !  She  felt  amused  as  it  occurred 
to  her  that  were  she  of  his  race  she  also  would  have 
been  married  by  this  time  and  perhaps  a  mother  1 
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What  a  bother  it  must  be  for  Rotah  to  have  a  wife  and 
baby  at  his  age — she  did  not  wonder  that  he  took  small 
interest  in  the  child's  teething.  At  the  same  time  she 
remembered  the  significant  mention  of  the  Ma-ji  in  the 
zenana,  her  power  and  her  temper;  and  Fay  felt 
vaguely  uneasy.  Were  these  women  purposely  keep- 
ing the  Rajah  in  ignorance  of  his  child's  real  condition 
that  they  might  be  free  to  deal  with  it  after  their  own 
fashion,  without  reference  to  English  medical  aid?  She 
remembered  with  comfort  that  her  mother  was  in- 
vestigating the  case,  and  of  course  she  would  know  at 
once  if  outside  interference  were  advisable.  There 
was  no  need  to  feel  troubled  over  the  matter. 

The  Rajah  pointed  out  to  her  his  parade  ground 
where  horsemen  were  galloping  about,  rather,  it  seemed 
to  Fay  from  that  height  and  distance,  after  the  manner 
n:  which  flies  will  disport  themselves  in  a  room — 
moving  rapidly  now  in  wide,  now  in  narrow  circles, 
meeting  and  parting  abruptly,  again  to  sail  round  and 
round  with  aimless  persistence.  She  supposed  it  was 
a  form  of  training  and  exercise. 

He  waved  his  hand  towards  the  city,  then  turned 
to  her  with  a  light  of  triumph  in  his  eyes. 

"  It  is  all  mine!  "  he  said  loudly,  and  with  exulta- 
tion in  his  voice.    "  It  is  all  mine!  " 

For  a  moment  the  girl  was  astonished,  but  as  he 
stood  before  her,  his  head  held  high,  his  right  hand 
resting  on  liis  hip  as  though  to  grasp  a  sword  hilt, 
breathing  fast  through  his  thin  nostrils,  the  sense  of 
his  coming  power  for  evil  or  for  good,  his  vast  responsi- 
bility, stirred  her  with  a  vague  excitement  in  which 
apprehension  mingled.    The  spirit  of  despotism  was 
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in  him  by  inheritance,  and  he  would  have  dominion 
over  a  multitude,  the  welfare  of  a  people  in  his  keeping! 
She  felt  dimly  how  severe  would  be  the  temptations 
and  difficulties  of  his  positioii  when  given  his  inde- 
pendence. An  intense  desire  that  he  should  not  fail, 
should  do  well  and  wisely,  took  hold  of  her;  and  a 
knowledge  bom  of  quick  mental  perception  told  her 
that  he  might  value  and  remember  anything  she  said 
now,  m  this  intimate  moment.  They  were  here  alone, 
a  boy  and  fc,irl,  fellow-creatures  though  of  different 
race  and  colour  and  religion— surely  she  might  try  to 
tell  him  what  was  in  her  mind? 

"  Yes,"  she  said  earnestly,  "  it  is  all  yours.  Rajah- 
sahib,  and  the  happiness  of  the  people  will  depend  on 
you— oh!  do  be  kind  and  just  and  unselfish— whatever 
it  may  cost  you!    Promise  me  you  will." 

Lightly  she  laid  her  fingers  on  his  left  hand,  lying 
on  the  parapet— all  unwitting  of  the  fierce  flame  of 
passion  that  surged  through  his  being  at  her  tender 
touch.  His  eyes  blazed,  he  trembled.  Then,  husky 
and  stammering,  he  vowed  in  mingled  English  and 
Hindustani  that  to  his  death  he  would  obey  her  and 
remember— a  quick,  incoherent  outpouring  that  Fay 
hardly  understood.  But  she  knew  he  was  giving  her 
his  promise,  and  she  mistook  his  obvious  emotion  for 
enthusiasm.    She  was  filled  with  a  glad  triumph. 

"  Shabash!  Rajah-sahib!  "  she  cried,  and  clapped 
her  hands  together. 

The  door  behind  them  opened  with  a  hideous  noise. 
They  turned  to  see  a  figure  that  beckoned  and  called, 
summoning  Fay.  As  she  went  towards  it  she  looked 
back  over  her  shoulder,  smiling,  her  eyebrows  slightly 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


119 


lifted,  question  in  her  air.    "  Aren't  you  coming  too?  " 
she  asked  the  Rajah. 

Silently  he  shook  his  head;  and  she  passed  into  the 
dim  interior.  The  door  closed  on  her  light  figure,  and 
Rotah  stood  motionless,  gazing  at  the  iron-studded 
paneb  that  had  shut  her  from  his  sight. 


After  a  hea>'y  pause  Rotah  walked  slowly  alon^  the 
terrace  and  down  a  fl^;ht  of  steep  steps  that  led  to  the 
more  modem  buildings.  In  the  vast  reception-room, 
gorgeous  and  gloomy  and  dusty,  with  its  fly-blown 
mirrors  and  dull  crystal  chandeliers,  he  found  Mr 
Fleetwood  and  Captain  Somerton  awaiting  the  ladies. 
Rotah  felt  miserable,  and  he  looked  it.  Orientals  do 
not  alwaj^  conceal  their  feelings  as  is  commonly  sup- 
posed. Amusement  they  will  hide  politely,  for  their 
sense  of  humour  is  not  strong  enough  to  overcome  their 
natural  good  manners;  but  disappointment,  vexation, 
anger,  they  will  betray  involuntarily  in  their  expression. 

"  Ladies  come  soon,"  Rotah  said  sulkily. 

"  Hullo!   anything  wrong?  "  inquired  Somerton. 

Instantly  the  Rajah  accounted  for  his  mood 
with  the  first  reasonable  subterfuge  that  presented 
itself. 

"  The  child  not  well,"  he  said,  simulating  an  air  of 
anxiety. 

Just  then  Mrs  Fleetwood  and  her  daughter  were 
ushered  through  the  heavily-embroidered  curtains  at 
the  end  of  the  room.  Mrs  Fleetwood  made  straight 
for  the  Rajah. 

"  I  have  been  giving  the  Rani  advice  about  the 
baby,"  she  said,  and,  for  her,  spoke  quite  severely. 
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"  I  think  y<m  should  let  the  English  doctor  see  the  little 
boy,  and  not  pennit  the  Ma-ji  to  employ  magic  to  get 
his  teeth  through  his  gums  as  she  appears  to  have  been 
doing." 

Somerton  came  forward.  "What's  that?"  he 
said. 

Rotah  spread  out  his  hands.  "  What  can  I  do," 
he  protested  in  his  own  language.  "  against  the  women 
and  their  customs?  Until  but  now  I  had  no  knowledge 
that  the  little  one  was  ailing— he  cries  and  cries— but 
it  is  his  teeth,  they  tell  me,  and  always  young  children 
have  such  troubles." 

"  You  had  better  see  about  it,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood, 
conclusively.  "  I  don't  like  the  look  of  the  child  at 
all.  He  certainly  has  fever  and  his  gums  want  lancing. 
The  Ma-ji  came  back  from  the  bazaar  while  I  was  in 
the  zenana  bringing  some  foolish  remedy  that  was 
half  a  spell.  She  had  got  it.  I  understood,  from  some 
sort  of  fakir!  If  you  don't  tak  -  care  they  will  kill  the 
poor  little  feUow  between  them.  Really.  Rajah-sahib, 
the  Rani  should  know  better  by  this  time." 

To  the  embarrassment  of  the  company  the  Rajah 
burst  out:  "She  knows  nothing— nothing— and  she 
wiU  not  learn  1 " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  patted  his  shoulder  with  soothing 
intent. 

"Wdl,  weU,  never  mind.  I  daresay  there  isn't 
much  the  matter— but  don't  let  them  have  it  all  their 
own  way.  Get  in  Dr  Bray,  and  have  the  child's  gums 
lanced  properly.  That  is  my  advice.  Now,  John," 
turning  to  her  husband,  "  we  ought  to  be  going.  Is  the 
carriage  there?    Come  along.  Fay.    Good-bye,  Captain 
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Somcrton.    Shall  we  see  you  again  before  we  go  home? 
Can't  you  joiii  us  for  Christmas?  " 

"  I'm  afraid  not,"  he  said,  and  followed  them  to 
the  pillared  portico,  "  but  may  I  let  you  know?  " 

Then  there  was  hand-shaking  and  polite  speeches, 
and  the  bustle  of  departure.  The  visitors  got  into 
their  carriage  and  swept  away  with  a  clatter  in  a  cloud 
of  dust,  leaving  the  Hindu  and  the  Englishman  stand- 
ing together  to  watch  the  vehicle  till  it  passed  from  their 
sight.  How  little  either  imagined  that  the  same  pure 
little  face  and  soft  grey  eyes  haunted  the  mind  and 
memory  of  each  I  Rotah  did  not  know  why  Captain 
Somerton.  usually  so  cheery  and  good-tempered,  should 
sigh  and  strike  the  hard  veranda  floor  with  his  stick- 
he  fancied  it  must  be  something  to  do  with  the  obstinacy 
of  his  mother,  and  the  foolishness  of  zenana  women 
in  general.  Captain  Somerton  for  his  part  was  shocked 
and  astonished  when,  as  presently  he  expressed  a  hope 
that  there  was  nothing  serious  the  matter  with  the 
child,  Rotah  held  out  iiic  tip  of  his  little  finger  and 
said  viciously  in  Hindustani:  "  If  he  die—if  all  die— 
I  that  much  sorry  and,"  with  a  comprehensive  wave  of 
his  hand  over  his  person.  "  whole  body  glad!  "  Then 
he  turned  with  a  movement  unnaturally  abrupt  for 
one  of  his  race  and  left  his  friend  speechless  with 
surprise. 

In  a  fever  the  boy  sought  the  zenana,  bursting  in 
upon  the  Rani  and  her  satellites  with  lowering  coun- 
tenance, and  anger  at  his  heart. 

A  famiyard-Iike  flutter  arose,  runnings  to  and  fro, 
little  cries  of  perturbation,  swirling  of  draperies! 
counter-orders,  confusion.     It  was  not  ofte^i  mat  the 
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Rajah  presented  himself  without  warning — and  only 
to  behold  his  face  at  this  moment  told  that  something 
had  occurred  to  vex  him. 

"  Where."  he  demanded,  "  is  the  Ma-ji?  " 

A  Httle  old  woman  came  forward.  She  was  like  a 
plucked  bird,  all  beak  and  claws,  and  barren  of  feathers 
— otherwise  hair — no  eyebrows,  no  lashes,  her  head 
beneath  her  wrapper  obviously  bald.  She  advanced 
as  the  aggressor,  having  no  intention  of  awaiting  an 
attack. 

"  So  thou  hast  come  fresh  from  the  influence  of 
the  white  woman,  the  interferer,  the  busybody,  who 
would  rejoice  to  see  us,  and  all  our  people,  exterminated ! 
Is  not  plague  introduced  into  the  drinking  wells  by 
means  of  a  red  powder?  Does  not  vaccination  cause 
diseases  worse  than  the  smallpox?  Is  not  famine 
brought  about  wilfully?  and  is  there  not  everywhere 
tyranny  and  oppression  and  defiance  to  the  pleasure 
of  our  gods? " 

She  spat  the  words  out  in  a  long  string  without 
pause  or  breath. 

"  Silence!  "  shouted  Rotah,  but  without  the  smallest 
effect  save  to  increase  the  old  woman's  excitement. 

"  Oh,  yes,  silence,  silence,"  she  mocked.  "  Thou 
who  hast  been  flattered  and  deceived  by  the  foreigners, 
and  cannot  tell  true  from  false,  who  cannot  see  the 
cataract  in  thine  owi^^ye  but  can  see  the  sty  in 
another's!  Thou,  who  cannot  put  trust  in  thine  own 
priests  and  gods,  to  say  '  Silence,  silence  1 '  to  thy 
mother  as  though  she  were  dirt  beneath  thy  feet! 
Very  well,  abuse  me  once  and  I  will  abuse  thee  ten 
times!  " 
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There  followed  such  shrill  maledictions  and  out- 
rageo; :;  invective  as  filled  Rotah  with  a  wild  indignant 
a^  lation  coiabuied  with  a  helpless  feeling  of  bewilder- 
w.mt     In  spit  J  of  the  purdah  system  and  the  popular 
W  -« ten  beliel  that  the  women  of  the  East  are  slaves 
downtrodden,  crushed,  at  the  will  and  mercy  of  their 
husbands,  the  head  of  the  household  loses  much  of  his 
independence  of  mind  and  judgment  once  he  is  on  the 
zenana  side  of  the  curtain.     The  Eastern  woman's 
influence,  given  the  force  of  character  many  of  them 
possess,  is  more  subtle,  far-reaching  and  irresistible 
than  that  of  her  Western  sister.    She  can  bring  pressure 
to  bear  through  the  weapons  of  caste  and  custom  that 
is  almost  impossible  to  contend  against,  can  intrigue 
and  manoeuvre  and  burrow  imderground  to  accompUsh 
her  ends.    Well  do  British  advisers  and  rulers  under- 
stand that  often  the  chief  obstacle  to  progress  on  native 
territory  Ues  hidden  away,  invisible,  out  of  their  reach, 
strong  and  insidious  as  poison  itself.    Little  business 
of  any  description  can  be  transacted  that  the  dominant 
power  in  the  zenana  does  not  know  of  or  discover  for 
herself;    she  will  have  spies  and  gossips  in  her  pay, 
she  is  in  close  touch  with  the  priesthood  that  binds  her 
in  iron  fetters  of  superstitious  fear. 

In  the  women's  quarters  of  Rotah's  household  all 
was  conducted  on  the  most  unenlightened  lines; 
education  was  opposed,  innovations  discouraged,' 
changes,  except  in  the  way  of  increased  expenditure 
over  religious  observances,  dress  and  jewels,  were  re- 
garded as  evils.  And  it  was  all  because  Ma-ji  was  the  real 
ruler  of  the  zenana,  "  the  snake  m  the  sleeve,"  jealous, 
arrogant,  vindictive;  and  the  little  Rani,  together  with 
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the  entire  concourse  of  female  relations,  attendants 
and  slaves,  were  as  clay  in  her  mischievous  old  hands. 
Rotah  knew  it.  to  his  cost,  but  he  himself  feared  and 
dreaded  her  displeasure.  And  he  was.  not  yet  firm 
enough  of  will  or  purpose  to  combat  the  tyranny  of 
custom  and  ignorance,  and  unscrupulous  feminine 
determination  embodied  in  the  person  of  his  widow- 
parent. 

but  to-day  his  frame  of  mind  rendered  him  reck- 
lessly irritable.  He  waited  till  the  Ma-ji  gasped  for 
breath,  anger  increasing  within  him,  and  then  for  the 
first  time  in  his  life  he  defied  her,  with  set  jaw  and 
furious  gaze. 

"  Who  is  master  here?  "  he  said  violently.  "  Thou 
or  I?  Begone  from  my  sight.  I  am  weary  of  women. 
No  longer  will  I  brook  thine  interference.  Why  was 
I  not  told  that  the  child  was  sick?  The  concealment 
was  thy  doing.  If  the  child  die  the  fault  will  be  thine." 
He  pointed  with  a  shaking  hand  to  the  door  by  which 
he  had  entered.  His  voice  rose  to  a  scream.  "No 
more  mischief  shalt  thou  work— no  more,  I  say."  His 
throat  worked,  his  face  became  convulsed,  his  eyes 
suffused. 

There  was  a  shriek  from  the  Rani  who  throughout 
the  scene  had  cowered  trembling  among  her  rugs  and 
cushions— cries  from  the  frightened  women  huddled 
in  the  comers— as  Rotah  fell  to  the  ground,  choking, 
writhing,  with  foam  at  the  comers  of  his  mouth. 

The  palace  was  soon  in  an  uproar.  Captain  Somer- 
ton  and  the  English  doctor  were  sununoned.  The 
Rajah  was  ill,  the  Rani  demented,  old  Ma-ji  silent  for 
the  time.    And  in  a  narrow,  stuffy  chamber,  neglected 
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and  forgotten,  the  baby  lay  wailing  on  his  pillow,  till 
at  midnight  Somerton  recollected  that  the  child  was 
out  of  sorts  and  caused  him  to  be  brought  from  the 
zenana  that  Dr  Bray  might  ascertain  if  anything  serious 
was  wrong  with  the  infant  heir. 

There  followed  a  trying  period  for  all  concerned. 
Rotah's  indisposition,  the  result  of  anger  and  excite- 
ment (since  any  form  of  tribulation  works  physically 
on  the  native  constitution),  left  him  irritable  and 
morose,  and  opposed  to  all  attempts  to  distract 
his  mind  and  induce  him  to  resmne,  with  his  old 
interest,  his  daily  tasks  and  recreations.  The  Rani 
fretted  continually,  badgered  and  coerced  alternately 
by  her  mother-in-law  who  went  about  triumphant, 
because  once  the  stimulus  of  the  moment  had  evaporated 
Rotah  did  not  renew  his  displeaisure  with  her.  Indeed 
he  knew  well  enough  how  difficult  was  his  position. 
The  Rani,  urged  by  his  mother,  would  have  wept  and 
appealed  and  starved  herself.    The  priests  would  have 

.-posed;  life  would  have  been  rendered  intolerable, 
the  Ma-ji  continued  to  rule,  and  the  sickly  little 
I  ^uy  pined  and  dwindled  despite  the  English  doctor's 
treatment,  because  this  was  persistently  thwarted  by 
measures  and  remedies  prescribed  by  the  grandmother. 
To  do  the  old  woman  bare  justice  she  truly  believed 
she  was,  in  her  turn,  coimteracting  the  harmful  effect 
of  English  ideas  and  customs.  She  was  hopelessly 
convinced  that  Dr  Bray's  advice  was  prompted  by  wicked 
intentions — that  he  was  paid  by  the  British  Raj  to 
bring  about  death  and  disaster  to  Hindu  households ;  and 
she  imbued  the  Rani  and  her  women  with  the  same 
pernicious  opinions  and  prejudices. 
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At  last,  one  night,  there  aiose  a  piercing  wail  of 
many  united  voices  from  the  women's  quarter  of  the 
palace.  Somerton  heard  it  as  he  sat  smoking  after  a 
solitary  dinner,  writing  his  English  mail  letters.  At 
once  he  hurried  across  to  the  palace,  for  the  sound,  he 
knew,  denoted  some  grave  disaster;  and  on  the  way 
he  was  met  by  a  scared  messenger  who  threw  himself 
on  the  ground  and  cried  out  that  the  son  of  the  Rajah 
of  Rotah  was  dead— -dead— dead !  Somerton  did  not 
pause  to  interrogate  the  man,  buc  ran  on  through  the 
gardens  and  up  the  steps  into  the  big  hall  of  audience 
which  seemed  filled  with  echoes  3f  mourning — dismal, 
depressing,  woeful— the  peculiar,  heart-rending  ex- 
pression of  grief  that  is  common  to  the  East  when 
calamity  befalls  a  house. 

It  was  true — the  child  had  been  seized  with  con- 
vulsions, had  died  before  help  could  be  summoned  or 
remedies  administered,  whether  English  or  Indian— 
the  little  weakly  child,  offspring  of  immature  parents 
hardly  more  than  children  themselves.  The  great 
dark  eyes  in  the  tiny  wizened  face  had  closed,  never  to 
open  again  in  the  flesh. 

Rotah  met  his  guardian  in  the  audience  hall.  He 
was  nervous  and  unstrung.  "  It  was  not  my  fault," 
he  said  excitedly.  "  The  child  is  dead,  and  the  Ma-ji 
says  it  is  Dr  Bray  who  has  killed  him—" 

Somerton  laid  his  hand  kindly  on  the  young  man's 
arm.  "  My  dear  fellow,"  he  said,  "  you  know  as  well 
as  I  do  that  such  an  accusation  isn't  true,  or  just. 
Bray  did  all  he  could.  The  poor  little  chap  was  delicate 
from  the  beginning  and  I  suppose  teething  was  too  much 
for  him.     I  can't  tell  you  how  sorry  I  am." 
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Rotah  threw  himself  on  to  the  crimson  velvet 
divan  at  the  end  of  the  room.  He  had  come 
straight  from  a  scene  of  sudden  death,  and  confusion 
and  despair  —  from  darkness  and  weeping  and  re- 
proaches. 

"  And  now,"  he  said  querulously,  "  there  will  be 
the  priests  to  feed  and  propitiate,  and  all  the  pooja 
and  the  burning;  and  tho  days  of  mourning,  and  eating 
bad  food  off  leaves." 

Somerton  did  not  answer.  He  knew  how  tedious 
and  exacting  were  the  elaborate  ceremonials  which 
attend  birth  and  marriage  and  death  according  to 
Hindu  rule  and  rite.  At  the  same  time  he  realized, 
with  something  of  a  shock,  that  the  young  man  was  not 
so  much  overcome  with  grief  at  the  loss  of  his  offspring 
as  with  resentment  at  the  prospect  of  the  irksome 
obligations  and  duties  the  event  must  entail  for  himself, 
until  the  orthodox  period  of  mourning  was  at  an  end  1 
Also  from  a  religious,  as  well  as  from  a  sentimental 
point  of  view,  a  serious  misfortune  had  overtaken  the 
Rajah  of  Rotah,  since,  if  he  should  die  before  another 
son  were  bom  to  him,  his  spiritual  future  must  be 
wrecked;  but  this  did  not  seem  to  be  oppressing  him 
either. 

"  I  am  sick  at  heart  and  in  darkness  of  mind," 
went  on  Rotah  in  his  own  tongue,  with  bitter  petulance. 
"  Without  doubt  do  I  benefit  in  a  sense  by  all  this 
teaching  and  study  that  the  British  Raj  decrees  is 
necessary — even  though  it  level  me  with  the  babu 
class  whose  profession  is  scholarship.  But  nowadays 
they  tell  me  the  tiger  and  the  goat  drink  at  the  same 
stream !     On  the  other  hand,  by  the  new  manner  of  life 
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and  thought  am  I  placed  in  disagreement  with  the  old 
ways,  to  which  I  was  bom  and  rejired,  while  not  yet 
in  full  understanding  of  the  new.  And  there  is  weari- 
ness and  vexation  for  me  in  the  zenana  by  reason  of 
it  all.  Ever  will  there  be  discord  now  and  differences, 
and  matters  will  grow  worse  instead  of  better  as  the 
women  remain  faithful  to  the  old  order,  and  I — go 
forward."  His  voice  broke,  "  Both  wajrs  am  I 
drawn,  and  I  would  that  I  had  never  become  Rajah 
at  all."  Now  the  unhappy  boy  wept  without 
restraint. 

Somerton  paqed  to  and  fro,  concerned,  perplexed. 
The  hardship  of  the  youth's  position  was  vividly  ap- 
parent to  him,  his  sympathy  with  Rotah  was  heart-felt. 
Yet  what  remedy  could  he  suggest  short  of  advising 
that  the  Rani  should  also  be  educated  on  English 
lines?  But  even  as  he  thought  of  it  he  knew  how  rigid 
would  be  the  opposition  to  such  a  course  in  the  zenana. 
The  elder  women  of  the  household,  the  priesthood,  the 
Rani  herself  would  all  combine  to  frustrate  such  an 
intention.  Poor  Rotah  was  the  victim  of  circvun- 
stances.  Had  he  been  direct  heir  to  his  little  kingdom, 
or  succeeded  to  it  as  a  child,  everything  would  have 
been  easier  for  him,  more  natural.  Probably  his  bride 
would  have  come  from  a  better  class,  the  marriage 
must  have  taken  place  much  later,  the  girl  might  have 
had  training  and  education  to  develop  her  intelligence. 
As  it  was,  Somerton  felt  disposed  to  agree  with  Rotah 
in  his  regret  that  he  had  ever  become  Rajah  at 
all. 

"  Listen,"  he  said,  pausing  before  the  dejected 
figure    on    the    divan.      "  Would    the    Rani    learn 
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willingly  if  an  English  lady  were  engaged  to  teach 
her? " 

Rotah  scoffed  at  the  notion.  "What  can  she 
understand?  "  he  answered  hopelessly,  "  except  such 
matters  as  sweetmeats  and  trinkets  and  clothes?  She 
has  not  the  wit  of  a  mouse !  Did  not  Maitland-mem- 
sahib  try  her  best  and  find  it  useless?  " 

For  the  moment  Somerton  had  forgotten,  but  now 
he  recalled  how  the  tutor's  wife,  formerly  a  Zenana- 
mission  teacher,  had  endeavoured,  with  the  Rajah's 
approval,  to  cultivate  the  mind  of  Rani.  Earnestly 
she  had  persisted  in  her  object,  despite  every  form  of 
obstruction — excuses,  bad  temper,  inattention,  stupidity, 
often  real  msolence  combined  with  spiteful  tricks  and 
clumsy  practical  jokes.  Finally  she  was  defeated, 
admitting  with  regret  and  reluctance  that  it 
was  hopeless  to  attempt  any  reform  of  existing 
conditions. 

"  It  might  be  worth  trying  again,"  Somerton  said, 
though  in  his  heart  he  knew  it  would  not. 

"  No,  no,  leave  it."  The  Rajah  rose  wearily. 
"  What  is  the  use  of  sowing  seed  where  there  is  no  soil? 
And  after  all,"  he  added  with  a  sneer,  "  is  it  not  written 
in  our  holy  books  that  it  is  sin  to  teach  a  woman  any- 
thing? " 

He  left  the  room  moodily,  with  dragging  steps,  and 
Somerton  stood  for  some  moments  listening  to  the 
dismal  sounds  of  grief  that  rose  and  fell  on  the  still 
night  air.  A  vague  depression  weighed  on  him.  It 
seemed  a  thankless  business  this  mingling  of  old  and 
new  civilizations,  this  attempt  to  graft  West  on  East, 
of  which  Rotah  wa&  a  suffering  example.    He  remem- 
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bercd  words  concerning  new  wine  and  old  bottles,  new 
cloth  and  old  garments,  till  they  sang  a  dirge  in  his 
brain  to  the  wailing  accompaniment  <ii  women's 
voices.  .  .  .  Hastily  he  left  the  palace  ?.na  returned 
to  his  own  dwelling. 
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CHAPTER  IX 

/^HRISTMAS  came,  and,  as  prophesied  by  Mrs 
^^  BuUen.  the  Fleetwoods  entertained  a  camp  fuU 
of  guests  in  a  locality  famous  for  \^^ld  duck.  The 
Bullens  themselves  were  '^i  the  party,  though  Fanny 
condemned  the  extra  expenditure  incurred  over  a 
Christmas  camp  by  her  old  friends  on  the  very  eve  of 
their  re'.Irement. 

"  Rubbish,  my  dear  Fanny  I  "  argued  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood. "  What  difference  can  it  possibly  make— feed- 
ing a  few  people  more  or  less  for  the  week?  " 

"  A  infference,"  replied  Fanny,  with  some  asperity, 
"  that,  added  to  the  cost  of  champagne  and  whisky 
and  wine  and  liqueurs,  would  probably  furnish  your 
bedroom  quite  nicely  when  you  settle  at  home!  " 

"  Oh,  never  mind  my  bedroom  at  home— things 
of  that  sort  are  so  cheap  in  England.  Do  stop  croak- 
ing about  money  and  the  future,  and  allow  us  to  enjoy 
our  last  Christmas  week  in  India." 

It  was  impossible  to  help  enjoying  the  week.  The 
bright,  cloudless  days  in  the  crisp  glory  of  the  cold 
weather;  the  picnic  luncheons  out  shooting;  the 
expeditions  on  elephants  and  horseback  to  more  dis- 
tant hunting  grounds;  the  cheerful  evenings  in  the 
big  tent,  half  dining,  half  sitting  room,  with  a  blazing 
wood-fire  at  one  end;  the  excellent  catering  and 
abundance  of  good  fare;    the  stories,  the  jokes    the 
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games  and  the  more  serious  basines*}  of  bridge.  There 
was  general  good-fellowship  and  gaiety  of  spirits 
without  any  approach  to  rowdiness,  for  the  average 
Anglo-Indian  is,  on  the  whole,  an  extremely  well- 
mannered,  self-respecting  individual. 

To  his  real  regret  Captain  Somerton  was  not  free  to 
join  the  camp.  He  wrote  to  Mrs  Fleetwood  that, 
since  the  death  of  the  child,  matters  had  taken  a  turn 
of  perversity  in  the  palace  at  Rotah.  The  Rajah  was 
restless  and  refractory;  and  the  Resident  was  of  opinion 
that  it  might  be  best  for  the  youth  to  begin  his  College 
experience  earlier  than  had  been  intended  originally. 
In  consequence  there  was  much  to  be  done  and  arranged 
between  now  and  the  date  of  Rotah's  departure,  and 
already  in  tie  zenana  outcry  and  opposition  to  this 
plan  had  commenced.  The  Rani  was  in  despair,  the 
Ma-ji  openly  furious;  every  day  some  subtle  objection 
was  proffered,  ill- omens  discovered,  excuses  invented 
for  delay — "  and  I  really  think,"  Captain  Somerton  con- 
cluded, "  that  Rotah  himself  will  be  as  relieved  as 
anybody  once  he  is  actually  of!!  " 

Fay  was  sorry  Captain  Somerton  could  not  join 
the  camp  for  Christmas.  Her  visit  to  his  bungdow 
at  Rotah  had  dispelled  her  resentful  shyness  of  him, 
and  she  now  felt  that  he  was  her  friend;  she  con- 
sidered he  had  been  exceedingly  nice  and  polite,  treat- 
ing her  as  a  young  lady — so  unlike  the  odious  Sir 
Rowland  Curtice,  v/ho  had  tried  to  be  jocose  at  her 
expense. 

However,  the  presence  of  Tom  Gray  in  the  camp 
more  than  compensated  her  for  Captain  Somerton's 
absence.    And    another    Christmas    guest    who    also 
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claimed  her  interest  was  Captain  the  Honourable 
Lewis  Mickleham.  He  attracted  her  attention  not  so 
much  as  an  individual  as  on  account  of  the  under- 
standing that  appeared  to  exist  between  him  and 
Isabel.  Otherwise  Fay  found  him  rather  a  dull  person, 
and  she  did  not  admire  his  thick  red  moustache,  which 
he  was  for  ever  twirling  between  his  finger  and  thumb. 
From  his  behaviour  it  would  seem  that  he  wished  to 
be  engaged  to  Isabel,  but  mystery  clouded  the  situa- 
tion, and  Fay  was  much  concerned  imtil  she  discovered 
the  truth. 

She  heard  all  about  it  as  they  came  home  one 
evening  on  the  elephants  after  a  long  day's  sport. 
Mrs  Fleetwood,  Mrs  Bullen,  and  Fay  were  in  the  same 
howdah — the  matrons  seated  in  front,  the  girl  behind 
them.  As  she  gazed  over  the  howdah-side  into  the 
low,  scrubby  jungle,  watching  for  possible  glim  ses 
of  reptiles  and  wild  animals  disturbed  by  the  elephant's 
progress,  the  low,  confidential  murmur  of  tali  ^etween 
her  mother  and  Mrs  Bullen  became  less  guarded,  and 
Fay  realized  that  the  affair  of  Isabel  and  Captain 
Mickleham  was  under  discussion.  The  words  reached 
her  ears  quite  plainly. 

"  John  doesn't  like  it.  He  feels  it  puts  Isabel  in 
a  false  position.  It  ceems  the  man  proposed  to  her 
just  before  we  came  out  into  camp,  but  she  was  very 
secretive  and  told  us  nothing  till  the  other  day.  Had 
I  known  about  it  I  shouldn't  have  asked  him  for 
Christmas.  It  was  very  wrong  of  Isabel  to  allow  me 
to  do  it,  considering  there  can  be  no  open  engagement 
at  present." 

"  Why  didn't  he  write  to  his  people  before  he  pro- 
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posed,  if  he  must  have  their  consent?  "  Mrs  BuUen  in- 
qmred  with  sympathetic  resentment. 

"  I  don't  know.  I'm  sure.  Young  people  are  so 
extraordinary  nowadays.  And  it  appears  he  hasn't 
written  even  yet.  He  says  he  thinks  it  would  be  more 
sa  isfactory  to  wait  till  the  autumn,  when  he  wiU  be 
able  to  get  leave,  and  speak  to  his  father  in  person 
It  looks  to  me  as  if  he  feared  opposition  from  his 
people---m  which  case,  of  course,  we  should  insist  on 
the  whole  thing  being  at  an  end." 

••  Girls  are  a  nuisance!  If  the  young  man  is  de- 
pendent on  his  father  I  should  say  there  certainly 
would  be  opposition,  seeing  that  Isabel  hasn't  and 
never  will  have  a  penny."  was  Mrs  Bullen's  uncom- 
promising opinion.  "  though,  of  couree,  it's  possible 
Lord  Boldborough  may  be  pleased  that  his  son  should 
wish  to  marry  a  nice  gul,  who  is  at  least  a  lady  instead 
of  a  barmaid  or  an  actress!  Young  men  of  that  class 
seem  to  marry  such  dreadful  people." 

"I  should  be  very  sorry  if  poor  Isabel  were  dis- 
appomted  and  made  unhappy,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood 
distressfully.    "  I  suppose  we  can  only  agree  to  the 
arrangement  of  having  nothing  definitely  decided  till 
he  comes  home  and  we  are  aU  in  England  together 
But  of  course  under  any  circumstances  we  can't  allow 
a  secret  engagement— there  can  only  be  an  under- 
standing."   She    sighed.    "I    rather    hoped    at    one 
time  she  would  have  listened  to  dear  Mr  Dakin.    He 
would  make  such  a  good  husband!    I  invited  him  to 
jom  us  for  Christmas  as  a  sort  of  last  chance,  but  he 
wouldn't  come.     He  wrote  me  a  very  nice  letter,  and 
of  course  I  could  read  between  the  lines." 
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Mrs  Bullen  glanced  at  her  friend  in  pitying  ap- 
preciation. Dear  Emily!— she  was  so  unworldly,  so 
without  sordid  ambition— only  so  anxious  that  every- 
body should  be  happy,  always  recognizing  the  best  in 
others,  having  no  mean  motives,  no  petty  aspirations. 
Fanny  felt  she  could  beat  those  two  silly,  selfish  girls 
with  the  fullest  satisfaction. 

So  now  Fay  knew  how  matters  stood  concerning 
the  Isabel-Mickleham  affair;  but  she  still  remained 
mystified  with  regard  to  Marion  and  Tom  Gray.  Tom 
came  for  the  whole  week  and,  without  question, 
enjoyed  himself  entirely.  He  seemed  no  longei 
troubled  because  Marion  would  not  marry  him.  There- 
fore Fay  decided  that  he  had  ceased  to  care  for  her 
sister;  she  observed  that  he  did  not  manoeuvre  to  be 
alone  with  Marion  as  had  been  his  tendency  at  Pahar 
Tal.  His  manner  towards  her  was  friendly  and  frank, 
just  as  he  was  friendly  and  frank  with  the  rest  of  them. 
And  when  his  day  of  departure  came — he  was  the  last 
of  the  guests  to  leave — his  good-bye  with  Marion  did 
not  seem  to  affect  him  more  than  did  his  parting  with 
any  other  member  of  the  family.  They  all  stood  outside 
the  tents  after  breakfast  and  saw  him  ride  away,  a 
very  workmanlike  figure  in  his  riding  kit,  his  breeches 
and  gaiters,  loose  coat  and  old  sola-topee  that  he 
waved  in  farewell.  The  sun  shone  on  his  close-clipped 
head  and  blunt  brown  face,  he  smiled  and  shouted  last 
words — repeated  to  the  end  his  intention  of  spending 
the  Christmas  after  next  with  them  in  England  when 
his  furlough  would  be  due. 

Urged   by  the    mischievous  spirit  of   a  younger 
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sister,  Fay  followed  Marion  into  the  tent  when  Tom 
Gray  had  disappeared  through  the  trees  of  the  mango 
grove.  She  was  agog  to  note  if  Marion  betrayed  the 
least  regret  over  his  departure.  But  Marion  picked 
up  the  last  copy  of  The  Queen  and  studied  the  adver- 
tisements, humming  a  waltz  tune  carelessly.  Then 
she  said  something  to  Fay  about  French  translation, 
which  caused  the  younger  sister  to  recollect  that 
Akbar  and  Louisa  had  not  been  fed— that  they  might 
die  of  starvation  if  not  tended  immediately— to  make 
vague  proposals  concerning  time  for  French  translation 
later  on  in  the  day. 

Christmas  week  now  being  over  Fay  was  tonnented 
intermittently  during  the  remainder  of  the  tour  by 
educational  attentions  from  her  sisters.    When  the 
camp  was  guestless,  or  there  were  no  stations  to  pass 
through.  Marion  and  Isabel  found  time  to  contem- 
plate with  shocked  astonishment  their  pupil's  ignorance 
and  lack  of  ambition,  and  they  became  energetically 
anxious  that  she  should  recover  lost  ground.    Fay 
endured  it  all  with  patient  self-<:ontrol  and  recognized 
that  matters  might  have  been  worse.    The  lessons 
were  usuaUy  conducted  out  of  door&-«he  would  be  set 
tasks  and  left  to  complete  them  under  a  tree  or  in  the 
tent  veranda,  where  she  could  dream  and  muse  and  bask 
in  the  sensuous  tranquiUity  of  the  atmosphere,  and 
accomplish  only  barely  enough  work  to  preserve  her 
from  serious  fault-finding. 

At  the  end  of  February,  when  the  heat  increased 
perceptibly  and  tents  were  not  altogether  pleasant  in 
the  day-time,  the  return  to  headquarters  again  brought 
about    :in  indefinite  holiday   for  Fay.    Marion   and 
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Isabel  agreed  that  as  there  was  so  much  to  be  done  in 
preparation  for  leaving  India,  Fay's  lessons  must  be 
neglected  for  the  time — she  would  soon  pick  up  every- 
thing, they  said,  once  she  got  home  and  had  regular 
teaching  from  professionals,  could  attend  classes  and 
lectures,  etc. 

Once  back  in  the  station,  life  became  a  whirl  com- 
pared with  the  calmness  of  camp.  Everybody  seemed 
anxious  to  crowd  as  much  amusement  and  as  many 
social  obligations  as  possible  into  the  last  few  weeks, 
before  the  hot  weather  more  or  less  emptied  the  place 
and  rendered  many  forms  of  exercise  and  entertain- 
ment impossible  for  those  who  remained  in  the  plains. 
The  days  were  dusty  and  the  heat  increased,  though  it 
was  yet  nothing  to  the  heat  that  must  come  later; 
the  evenings  were  warm  and  voluptuous,  scented  with 
lime  and  mango  blossom;  the  nights  just  now  radiant 
with  moonlight,  the  wonderful  moonlight  of  the  East, 
so  bright,  so  strong,  that  one  can  almost  see  to  read 
by  it. 

The  Fleetwoods  were  engrossed  with  final  duties 
and  preparations  for  departure.  For  various  reasons, 
official  and  otherwise,  the  Commissioner  found  it 
impossible  to  carry  out  his  scheme  of  a  shooting  ex- 
pedition before  his  retirement.  His  disappointment 
was  severe.  Mrs  Fleetwood,  for  her  part,  had  planned 
to  pack  and  sell  and  auction  the  household  effects 
during  his  absence.  "Because,"  she  told  the  girls, 
"  your  father  will  probably  want  to  take  everything 
we  possess  with  him  to  England!  "  It  was  a  trying 
period.  Already  there  had  been  a  falling  out  over  old 
Gunga. 
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"  He  would  be  no  use  whatever  in  England,"  Mrs 
Fleetwood  protested.  "  He  would  only  get  ill  and 
die." 

"  So  shall  I,"  returned  her  husband,  crossly,  "  with 
nothing  to  do,  and  nothing  to  ride,  and  nothing  to  shoot. 
And  how  am  I  going  to  manage  about  my  clothes 
without  a  bearer?  " 

"  You  always  managed  very  well  when  we  were  on 
furlough,  dear,"  soothed  Mrs  Fleetwood,  at  the  same 
time  recollecting  that  she  herself  had  acted  unob- 
trusively as  bearer  on  those  occasions.  "  And  parlour- 
maids make  very  good  valets.  Besides,  I  don't  think 
for  a  moment  that  Gunga's  family  would  allow  him 
to  leave  the  country.  It  might  be  different  if  we  were 
going  home  just  for  a  few  months,  or  even  a  year,  but 
you  see  we  are  never  coming  back  again." 

She  sighed.  So  did  Mr  Fleetwood;  and  the  two 
pairs  of  kind  blue  eyes  met  in  a  sad  little  smile  of 
sorrowful  understanding.  They  were  sitting  in  the 
veranda,  alone  for  a  wonder,  looking  out  over  the 
green  lawns  and  luxuriant  growth  of  tree  and  shrub 
and  creeper — the  husband  and  wife  who  both  had 
been  bom  in  India,  as  their  parents  were  bom  there 
before  them;  had  met  and  married  in  India;  had 
passed  thirty  years  of  wedded  existence  together  in 
India,  save  for  rare  intervals  in  England.  And  now 
they  were  about  to  leave  this  country  for  one  where 
the  conditions  of  life  were  entirely  dissimilar;  where 
settled  habitation  was  the  rule  instead  of  the  constant 
locomotion  and  frequent  change  of  dwelling-place  to 
which  they  were  so  accustomed;  where  space  and  time 
and  income  must  all  be  differently  apportioned.    In 
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spite  of  sentiment  concerning  "  home  "  and  "  exile," 
a  little  fear,  a  little  doubt  lay  in  the  heart  of  each  as 
to  whether  the  future  could  ever  be  so  happy,  so  con- 
genial as  the  past. 

The  Commissioner  broke  the  significant  pause. 
"  Well,"  he  said  with  an  effort,  "  what  about  Gunga? 
Perhaps  you  are  right,  and  he  might  only  be  a  nuisance. 
Old  as  he  is  he  might  make  love  to  the  maids,  or  they 
to  him!  And  there  is  his  caste  to  be  considered.  I 
suppose  we  could  hardly  expect  him  to  give  up  his 
country  and  his  people  and  his  customs  at  his  age — 
though  the  dear  old  fellow  is  miserable  at  the  thought 
of  parting  from  us,  and  swears  he  means  to  come." 

"  He  doesn't  in  the  least  realize  what  it  would  mean,' 
said  Mrs  Fleetwood. 

And  to  her  relief,  as  well  as  according  to  her  ex- 
pectations, the  question  was  finally  decided  by  Gunga's 
own  family,  who  travelled  from  their  village  in  the  dis- 
trict, a  considerable  party,  all  crammed  into  a  bullock- 
cart  driven  by  a  relation,  in  order  to  protest  and  re- 
monstrate in  person  against  this  outrageous  proposal 
of  their  kinsman  to  desert  them.  Gtmga's  wife  came 
too — a  buxom  person  many  years  his  junior,  for  Gunga 
had  been  a  widower  more  than  once.  She  was  sup- 
ported by  several  members  of  her  own  family,  her 
mother  and  her  grandmother  among  them;  also  came 
Gunga's  brother  and  sister,  and  nephews  and  nieces, 
as  well  as  some  relatives  of  his  former  wives.  They 
all  lamented  loudly  in  the  compound  throughout  an 
entire  night,  till  the  old  servant  presented  himself 
mournfully  before  his  beloved  master  and  mistress, 
crestfallen  and  distressed,  to  admit  that  the  ties  of 
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blood  were  too  powerful,  and  he  must  yield  to  the 
wishes  of  his  people  and  the  claims  of  his  property— 
for  thv.  village  from  which  the  throng  had  journeyed 
was  owned  in  part  by  Gunga  himself.  It  is  a  re- 
markable fact  how  little  the  possession  of  land  or 
money  will  affect  the  outward  position  of  the  average 
native  of  India.  A  domestic  servant  may  be.  and 
very  often  is,  a  comparatively  rich  man;  the  half- 
naked  shopkeeper  squatting  on  his  heels  m  the  bazaar 
weighing  out  grain  and  spice  may  be  an  actual 
millionaire. 

After  this  Gunga  went  about  his  duties  looking  as 
though  he  were  about  to  be  hanged;  but  how  Mrs 
Fleetwood  would  ever  have  managed  without  him  at 
this  juncture  she  often  afterwards  wondered.  He 
obtained  astonishing  prices  for  rubbish,  he  produced 
articles  long  ago  forgotten  from  remote  comers  and 
cupboards — all  jealously  and  honestly  treasured  and 
guarded  as  household  property  that  might  some  day 
prove  of  use.  He  made  himself  the  terror  of  the  com- 
pound—no irregularities,  no  petty  pilferings  that 
might  deprive  his  master  of  even  an  anna  were  per- 
mitted to  pass,  and  storms  and  quarrels  were  per- 
petual in  the  back  premises.  He  packed  indefatigably 
and  forgot  nothing— for  had  not  these  English  people, 
in  the  language  of  the  East,  been  "  his  father  and  his 
mother  "  these  many  years  past?  He  loved  them  with 
the  faithful,  loyal  devotion  of  which  the  right  sort  of 
native  is  capable  when  his  lot  is  cast  with  the  right 
sort  of  European.  "Like  master,  hke  man,"  is  a 
proverb  that  probably  applies  more  nearly  to  India 
than  to  any  other  country  in  the  world. 
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Perhaps  the  only  member  of  the  household  who 
was  more  unhappy  than  old  Gunga  was  the  Com- 
missioner's youngest  daughter.  Poor  Fay  wandered 
about  the  bungalow  and  compoimd  the  picture  of 
disconsolation,  and  to  add  to  her  grief  it  was  decreed 
that  Akbar  and  Louisa  were  not  to  accompany  her  to 
England.  The  head  ayah  petitioned  that  she  might 
have  Louisa.  "  Such  an  excellent  cat,  Miss-baba," 
the  woman  pleaded,  "  and  I  will  give  her  a  great  deal 
of  food."  But  Fay  distrusted  the  good  faith  of  the 
sweeper,  the  ayah's  husband,  a  domestic  bully  and 
t5^ant;  she  had  hideous  visions  of  curried  Louisa 
should  the  family  fortunes  fall,  or  the  "  billi  "  prove 
too  expensive  a  possession.  Her  suggestion  that 
Louisa  should  be  returned  to  the  Rajah  of  Rotah  met 
with  derision,  and  eventually  a  home  was  secured  for 
her  with  some  children  who  were  soon  to  be  dispatched 
by  their  parents  to  the  hills — who  were  enchanted 
with  the  beautiful  white  cat  that  had  one  eye  blue 
and  the  other  yellow.  Akbar  was  committed  to 
Gunga's  charge,  who  swore  he  should  want  for  nothing 
till  he  died,  which,  of  course,  under  such  care  and 
protection,  could  only  be  years  hence  and  only  of  old 
age. 

The  retirement  of  the  Fleetwoods  was  a  social  event 
of  melancholy  importance  in  the  station.  Everybody 
deplored  their  departure,  even  those  who  had  obtained 
astonishing  bargains  from  the  list  of  articles  for  sale 
circulated  by  Mrs  Fleetwood  among  the  European 
community.  It  was  every^where  agreed  that  the 
family  would  be  a  great  loss  socially  as  well  as  officially. 
There  was  a  rumour  that  the  new  Commissioner  did 
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not  intend  to  take  a  house  at  all! — his  wife  was  at 
home,  he  would  live  at  the  Club  for  the  hot  weather 
and  in  tents  for  the  winter;  so  that  the  big  bungalow 
and  compound  were  likely  to  stand  empty  and 
neglected.  There  would  be  no  more  pleasant  gather- 
ings in  the  drawing-room  or  on  the  lawns,  for  the 
present  at  anyrate. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  undertook  countless  commissions 
to  be  executed  the  moment  she  arrived  in  London; 
she  promised  to  go  and  see  girls  and  boys  at  school  all 
over  England,  to  call  on  mothers  and  aunts  and 
"people,"  and  wives  who  were  at  home  with  the 
children,  to  select  and  dispatch  a  dress  for  one  friend, 
a  hat  for  another,  drawing-room  curtains  for  some- 
body else— even  to  superintend  a  trousseau;  all  with 
the  readiest  goodwill  and  sincerest  intention. 

The  regret  was  universal  when  the  train  bore  the 
Fleetwoods  out  of  the  railway  station,  waving  from 
the  windows  of  the  saloon  caniage  that  was  choked 
with  superfluous  luggage  and  the  farewell  offerings  of 
friends.  To  the  last  the  family  travelled  in  comfort, 
for  Mr  Fleetwood  had  procured  an  inspection  carriage 
to  take  them  down  to  Bombay,  so  that  with  a  kitchen 
attached  to  it,  their  own  cook  and  butler  to  attend  to 
them,  as  well  as  old  Gunga  who  was  to  see  them  sail, 
the  journey  was  likely  to  be  as  pleasant  as  heat  and 
dust  would  permit. 

Among  the  multitude  of  Indian  pictures  that  Fay 
carried  in  her  memory  to  England  was  this  departure 
from  headquarters  on  the  first  stage  of  their  travels. 
The  railway  station  thronged  with  friends,  both  English 
and  Indian,  to  bid  the  family  farewell;  the  servants  a 
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weeping  group  with  pathetic  parting  presents  of  fruit 
and  tight  little  nosegays — all  from  the  Commissioner's 
own  garden,  but  none  the  less  appreciated  as  tokens 
of  good  feeling;  agitated  bands  of  native  official  and 
clerks  tendering  boxes  of  grapes  from  Kabul,  nuts  of 
various  kinds,  and  remarkable  sweetmeats  that  glistened 
and  oozed,  attracting  swarms  of  flies.  Mr  Fleetwood 
silent,  self-controlled;  his  wife  tearful,  overcome, 
exchanging  last  words  with  people  who  all  assured  her 
they  meant  to  look  her  up  at  once  directly  they  got 
home  themselves. 

Captain  Mickleham  was  not  at  the  station,  some 
regimental  duty  had  claimed  him  unavoidably,  but 
he  sent  a  large  bunch  of  violets  and  a  note  for  Isabel. 
Just  as  the  train  was  moving  a  tall,  slim  figure  in  black 
clothes  dashed  on  to  the  platform  and  ran  along  by 
the  carriage  windows  attempting,  dangerously,  to 
shake  hands  with  each  of  those  inside.  It  was  the 
Reverend  Arthur  Dakin,  the  young  chaplain,  but  the 
only  person  in  the  compartment  whose  hand  he  could 
not  reach  was  Isabel's,  because  at  sight  of  him  she 
shrank  back  into  a  far  comer;  and  when  she  did  start 
forward  from  her  seat  it  was  too  late;  the  train  had 
almost  cleared  the  station.  She  could  only  wave  her 
hand  to  the  black  form  that  stood  hatless,  motionless, 
among  the  moving  native  crowd  that  still  covered  the 
platform. 
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'T^HE  long,  lofty  drawing-room  of  a  quiet  London 
J-  hotel  located  in  a  highly  respectable,  though 
not  ultra-fashionable  quarter;  the  usual  row  of  tall 
windows  facing  the  street,  veiled  with  imitation  lace 
curtains;  massive  furniture,  ugly,  upholstered  in 
stamped  yellow  and  purple  velvet ;  walls  covered  with  an 
embossed  papier,  and  a  smell  of  new  carpet  everywhere. 

The  Fleetwoods  were  collected  in  a  comer  of  this 
room  by  one  of  the  windows.  It  was  their  first  morn- 
ing jn  England.  Mr  Fleetwood  had  already  con- 
demned the  dinner  last  night,  and  the  breakfast  they 
had  just  eaten. 

"  Why  did  you  listen  to  Fanny  Bullen  and  come 
to  this  place,  Emily?  " 

"  Well,  dear,  it's  clean  and  inexpensive,  and  we 
are  such  a  large  party  to  stay  in  one  of  the  big  hotels 
till  we've  found  a  house." 

"  That  oughtn't  to  take  long.  There  seem  enough 
to  let."  He  pointed  out  of  the  window  to  the  houses 
opposite — tall,  handsome  houses  with  balconies  and 
porticoes  and  enormous  basements.  Nearly  all  were 
disfigured  by  boards  announcing  that  they  were  con- 
venient or  commodious  family  residences,  to  let  either 
furnished  or  unfurnished. 

"  Of  course  there  are  plenty  to  let  about  here,"  said 
Marion,  with  scorn. 

«44 
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"  Where  are  we  going  to  take  a  house  then? "  asked 
her  father,  helplessly. 

"  Well,  anyway  I  don't  see  that  we  need  come  out 
as  far  as  this.  It  isn't  as  if  it  was  to  be  for  long;  a 
furnished  house  whUe  we  look  about  for  what  we  want 
m  the  country  isn't  like  settling  down  altogether  in  a 
more  expensive  neighbourhood." 

Marion  was  in  high  spirits,  delighted  to  be  once 
agam  in  England.  She  wished  to  forget  India  and 
tiresome  Tom  Gray  as  soon  as  possible.  It  provoked 
her  that  she  could  not  rid  her  memory  of  the  sight  of 
Tom  Gray  riding  away  through  the  mango  trees 
wavmg  his  shabby  sola-topee,  not  at  all  the  disappointed 
lover;  in  fact,  his  behaviour  throughout  Christmas 
week  had  been  incomprehensible,  and  he  had  never 
taken  leave  to  come  and  see  them  off— though,  as 
Marion  felt  bound  to  argue  with  herself,  why  should  he 
trouble  to  travel  for  a  day  and  a  night  to  bid  good-bye 
to  a  girl  who  did  not  want  to  marry  him? 

It  was  Marion  who  ha^'  -nged  the  family  plans. 
They  were  to  take  a  furnished  house  in  London  for  six 
months,  by  which  time  thf;y  would  have  discovered 
a  suitable  place  in  the  cour  try— "  not  too  large,  with 
some  fishing  and  good  rorgh  shooting,  in  a  sociable 
neighbourhood  within  easy  reach  of  London."(!)  It 
would  amuse  dad  to  run  about  house-hunting.  He 
could  take  up  golf,  too;  and  somebody  would  be  sure 
to  offer  him  some  fishing  in  the  summer  and  some 
shooting  in  the  autumn  until  they  were  settled. 
MeanwhUe  she  and  Isabel  would  make  heaps  of  new 
friends  through  Aunt  Beatrice,  friends  who  would  be 
useful  afterwards  for  visits  to  London  and  country 
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house-parties,  and  help  them  to  have  a  capital  time 
now. 

Marion  glanced  into  the  gilt-framed  mirror  at  the 
end  of  the  room,  and  noted  with  satisfaction  that  she  and 
Isabel  were  a  couple  of  very  good-looking  young  women 
who  should  experience  no  difficulty  whatever  in  en- 
joying themselves  at  home.  For  them  there  surely 
need  be  no  cry  of  "  hating  England  after  India."  Of 
course  the  question  of  new  clothes  must  be  considered 
at  once.  The  whole  party  were  very  shabby — people 
always  looked  shabby  when  they  first  arrived  from 
India,  even  if  they  saved  up  perfectly  new  clothes  to 
land  in,  or  evei^  got  them  from  home  on  purpose. 

"  Dad,  you  had  better  go  to  your  tailor  this  morn- 
ing," she  suggested,  "  and  the  rest  of  us  must  get  some 
dothes  somewhere  without  delay." 

"  Hadn't  we  better  wait  and  see  what  is  being 
worn?  "  said  Mrs  Fleetwood. 

There  was  reluctance  in  her  voice.  She  felt  dis- 
inclinri  to  hurry  over  anything.  All  her  adult  life 
she  had  been  so  accusto  ed  to  sufficient  leisure. 
"  And  it  looks  rather  cold  .  of  doors?  "  She  turned 
her  gaze  to  the  prepared  b  ^'  unlighted  fire,  and  thought 
wistiully  that  perhaps  a  match — and  one  of  those 
deep,  stamped-velvet  chairs  that  looked  comfortable — 
and  those  illustrated  papers  on  the  table'  Outside 
the  April  sunshine  gleamed  with  watery  effort,  the 
chil'  simshine  of  a  backward  spring  that  has  something 
indifferent,  almost  heartless,  in  its  pale  light,  exposing 
the  dirt  and  destruction  of  winter,  yet  offering  small 
amends.  Evidently  there  was  a  high  wind,  for  dust 
and  grit  and  rubbish  were  being  swirled  along  the 
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street,  people  were  clutching  their  hats,  and  turning 
now  and  again  as  though  to  avoid  the  gusts  that 
pounced  on  them  from  the  side  streets. 

"  We  can't  go  and  see  Aunt  Beatrice  as  we  are. 
mother.  You  know  she  wrote  that  she  would  be  back 
from  the  Riviera  next  week.  It  takes  a  long  time  to 
get  clothes,  and  Fay  wants  a  respectable  coat  and 
skirt  and  a  new  hat  very  badly." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  resigned  herself.  "Very  well 
Suppose  Fay  and  I  go  together  and  you  and  Isabel 
are  mdependent?  "  which  was  exactly  what  Marion 
desired,  but  had  not  liked  to  propose.  "And  you 
go  your  own  way  too.  John?  We  can  meet  here  for 
luncheon." 

"  I  shall  lunch  at  the  Club."  said  Mr  Fleetwood. 
"  I  must  have  one  good  meal  during  the  course  of  the 
day." 

"Yes.  dear,"  his  wife  agreed,  with  sympathy; 
"  dud  we  will  get  into  a  house  with  servants  of  our 
own  as  roon  as  possible.  Certainly  the  food  can  be 
very  indifferent  in  England,  though  you  would  imagine 
there  was  literally  no  excuse— what  with  fish  and 
vegetables  and  things  you  can't  get  reaUy  good  in 
India  without  endless  trouble  and  expense " 

Presently  they  all  left  the  hotel  together;  then 
separated  to  go  their  several  ways.  Mr  Fleetwood 
walked.  In  his  tweed  suit  and  Homburg  hat  set 
shghtly  to  one  side  on  his  grey  head  he  looked  a  dis- 
tinguished, efficient  personality.  There  was  nothing 
in  his  appearance  to  suggest  that  he  had  done  his  life's 
work,  nothing  weary  or  worn  out.  His  lean  ngure, 
hard  brown  face  and  firm  step  argued  capacity  for 
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years  to  come  of  energy  and  work.  He  felt  rather 
cheerless  as  he  walked  along  in  the  wind  and  dust. 
Since  last  he  was  at  home  the  traffic  seemed  to  have 
increased  a  thousandfold;  the  noise  was  bewildering; 
the  crowd  irritated  him — ^hurrying,  heedless  people 
who  jostled  and  pushed,  people  who  muttered  to  them- 
selves as  they  went  along,  lagging  people  who  blocked 
the  pavements  without  consideration.  And  all  the 
faces  looked  sad,  preoccupied  or  sulky,  which,  thought 
the  ox  Commissioner,  as  he  grabbed  his  hat,  was  not 
surprising  in  this  infernal  wind. 

Then  a  horse  fell  down  a  few  yards  from  him  in  the 
street,  and  a  crowd  collected  from  nowhere  as  if  by 
magic — a  crowd  of  unwholesome-looking  men  in  dirty 
clothes,  all  apparently  of  the  same  age  and  size  and 
type,  strangely  alike,  equally  repulsive.  He  wondered 
vaguely  what  the .  would  look  like  washed  and  trimmed 
and  deprived  of  their  filthy  coverings.  Surely  it  was 
chiefly  their  clothes  that  made  them  so  disgusting? 
He  thought  of  an  Indian  crowd,  clothed  in  white  or 
bright  colours,  picturesque,  polite,  quiet  perhaps  to 
apathy  or  noisy  with  a  naive,  childlike  excitement. 
What  a  contrast  to  these  rough,  squalid  human  beings 
who  gaped  and  pressed  round  the  fallen  animal. 

He  moved  away  and  an  omnibus  passed  him  packed 
with  people,  who  all  turned  their  heads  to  look  at  the 
accident.  He  recognized  the  profile  of  a  fellow-civilian, 
rather  senior  to  himself,  who  had  retired  two  or  three 
years  ago  after  holding  a  very  high  appointment. 
Grimly  Mr  Fleetwood  smiled.  Logan  was  on  a  state 
elephant  last  time  he  saw  him,  going  to  open  some  show 
or  other — now  here  he  was  in  a  'bus,  squeezed  up  in  a 
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row  of  very  ordinary  people,  looking  very  ordinary 
himself;  paying  a  penny  for  his  fare!  Mr  Fleetwood 
walked  on,  and  all  the  time  his  heart  was  heavy  with  a 
vague  restlessness  which  he  did  not  rv.^ognize  as  a 
tinge  of  nostalgia  for  his  old  life,  for  the  power,  the 
purpose,  the  sun  and  the  space.  He  imagined  he  was 
only  annoyed  with  himself  because  he  found  the  cross- 
ings dangerous  and  was  forced  to  be  very  careful. 

Marion  and  Isabel  got  into  a  taxi-cab  and  were 
whirled  away  rejoicing.  Mrs  Fleetwood  and  Fay 
walked  humbly  to  the  nearest  Underground  Railway 
station,  bound  for  a  shop  familiar  to  Mrs  Fleetwood. 
When  they  met  again  at  luncheon  they  were  all 
tired. 

"  Shopping  wears  one  out  when  one  isn't  used  to 
it,"  Mrs  Fleetwood  said  wearily,  "  and  the  crowds  of 
people  make  it  worse,  though  I  suppose  the  shops 
weren't  really  so  full,  and  the  want  of  air.  Buying 
things  for  an  hour  or  two  is  bad  enough,  so  what  must 
it  be  for  those  poor  girls  selling  al'  day  in  that  atmo- 
sphere! "  She  pushed  away  the  plate  of  roast  mutton 
before  her.    "  I  can't  eat  this,"  she  said  fretfully. 

"  I  believe  that  German  waiter  has  given  us  al) 
nasty  helpings  because  dad  will  speal:  tu  him  in  Hindu- 
stani," said  Fay. 

Marion  inquired  what  her  mother  had  bought  for 
herself.  "  Fay's  coat  and  skirt  looks  very  nice,"  she 
added  critically.  "  I  wish  I  could  wear  ready-made 
things— but  I'm  just  over  stock  size,  they  tell  me  " 
All  the  same  she  was  complacent  in  a  new  and  very 
becoming  hat. 


m 


A*;.*,. 


^^'Ml' 


I     f 


150 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


"  Oh!  my  dear,  I  got  nothing  for  myself,"  said  Mrs 
Fleetwood,  guiltily.  "  It  was  past  one  o'clock  by  the 
time  Fay  was  finished.  There  seems  to  be  no  time 
in  England  between  breakfast  and  luncheon.  I  really 
think  I  must  lie  down  and  have  a  rest  this  afternoon, 
though  I  suppose  I  ought  to  go  and  see  your  Aimt 
Charlotte  at  Norwood?  "  Aunt  Charlotte  was  Mrs 
Fleetwood's  sister,  whose  husband  had  retired  from  the 
Indian  Army  many  years  ago. 

"  Isabel  and  I  will  go,  and  Fay  can  come  with  us," 
suggested  Marion.  "  Dad  said  he  might  get  tickets 
for  a  theatre  to-night,  so  you  had  much  better  keep 
quiet  for  the  present.  We  saw  two  or  thre3  people 
we  knew,  this  morning,"  she  went  on.  "  Mrs  Dimn, 
in  an  electric  brougham!  She  looked  awfully  smart. 
She  didn't  see  us.  And  we  met  Mr  Forbes,  who  said 
he  was  just  going  back  to  India  stone  broke  after  six 
months'  leave.  And  Isabel  said  she  was  sure  she  saw 
the  Taylors  in  Knightsbridge — they  are  at  home  now, 
I  think." 

"  It's  an  odd  thing  that  for  about  the  first  fortnight 
after  arriving  in  England  you  seem  to  see  more  people 
you  know  in  the  streets  than  you  ever  do  afterwards!  " 
observed  Mrs  Fleetwood.  "  I've  always  noticed  it. 
It  may  be  because  at  first  one  stares  about  and  looks 
more  at  everybody.  It  seems  so  unnatural  not  to  know 
every  face  you  meet!  " 

"  Well,"  said  Isabel,  with  her  soft  laugh, "  the  more 
friends  we  come  across  the  better,  so  we  must  continue 
to  stare  about  in  case  we  shouldn't  see  them.  Marion 
was  quite  ready  to  run  after  the  Taylors  and  speak  to 
them  this  morning,  if  we  had  been  sure  it  was  the 
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Taylors,  and  in  India  she  was  always  tr3dng  to  avoid 
them! " 

Marion  flushed.  "  When  we  have  been  at  home  a 
little  time  we  shan't  be  dependent  on  our  Indian  friends 
for  society,  I  hope."  She  knew  as  she  said  it  that  it 
was  an  unworthy  speech. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  looked  up  from  a  plate  of  unattrac- 
tive rice  pudding.  "  Marion,"  she  said  reproachfully, 
"  I  trust  you  will  remember  that  our  old  Indian  friends 
will  alwa)^  come  before  any  new  acquaintances — at 
anyrate  with  your  father  and  myself.  New  acquaint* 
ances  can  so  easily  kill  old  friendships." 

Marion  said  nothing.  Her  mother  was  seldom 
annoyed  with  her,  and  she  was  conscious  herself  that 
she  deserved  rebuke  for  her  breach  of  good  taste.  She 
changed  the  conversation  to  the  subject  of  houses. 

"  It  s  no  use  looking  at  small  houses,"  she  said. 
"  We  are  too  large  a  party.  Dad  will  want  a  study, 
and  Isabel  and  I  ought  to  have  some  sort  of  muddle 
room.  Then,  you  see,  bedrooms — ^yours  and  dad's,  and 
a  dressing-room ;  two  for  Isabel  and  me,  and  something 
for  Fay.  And  a  spare  room  if  George  comes  home  from 
China  or  Walter  from  South  Africa  this  smnmer.  How 
many  servants  do  you  think  we  shall  have  to  keep?  " 

"  We  must  have  a  cook,"  said  Isabel, "  and  I  suppose 
a  housemaid  and  a  parlourmaid?  " 

"  And  which  of  them  will  do  the  front-door  steps 
and  the  boots  and  knives  and  that  sort  of  thing?  " 
queried  Mrs  Fleetwood,  with  dismal  recollections  of 
harrowing  difl&culties  over  such  matters  when,  at  one 
time  in  England  for  the  winter  without  her  husband, 
she  had  taken  a  ftimished  London  house. 
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TLeyaU  looked  at  each  other  blankly.  "Oh!  prob- 
ably one  can  purchase  peace  at  the  price  of  a  daOy 
slave  for  the  other  servants."  said  Marion,  hopefully 
Anyway  it's  clear  we  can't  fit  into  a  small  house,  and 
I  m  afraid  big  ones  in  a  central  position  would  be  pro- 
hibitive as  regards  rent.  We  shall  have  to  content 
ourselves  with  the  best  part  of  South  Kensington  after 
all,  I  expect." 

^^    "  WeU  we  might  do  worse,"  was  Isabel's  opinion; 
we  should  get  big  rooms,  and  gardens  at  the  back,  and 
be  able  to  have  all  our  boxes  unpacked,  and  dad  would 
be  much  happier." 

"  Oh.  yes."  said  Fay.  plaintively,  sitting  trussed  up 
in  her  new  clothes.  "  do  take  a  house  with  gardens  at 
the  back.  When  the  weather  gets  wanner  the  streets 
will  be  even  more  awful  than  they  are  now.  Just 
something  with  green  and  flowers,  and  no  people  tearing 
alongl"  ^  ® 

There  was  a  little  choke  in  her  voice,  and  she  turn  ^d 
supplicating  grey  eyes  towards  her  mother,  who  under- 
stood mtuitively  that  her  youngest  girl's  heart  was 
sick  for  India,  for  the  tranqtiillity  and  warmth,  and  the 
Idle,  sunlit  spaces.  Indeed  her  own  mind  looked  back 
with  wistful  regret  to  the  comfortable  ease  of  her  life 
out  there;  details  might  have  been  vexatious  and 
exasperating  at  times,  no  doubt,  but  she  felt  sure  they 
were  triflmg  in  comparison  with  the  domestic  struggles 
that  now.  in  all  probability,  lay  before  her. 

A  strenuous  week  ensued,  full  of  restless  activity. 
Shopping,  house-hunting,  visits  to  and  from  old  Indian 
friends  encountered  continually  in  the  streets  or  shops 
—who  were  always  invited  to  some  meal  at  the  Fleet- 
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woods'  hotel  with  apologies  for  the  indifference  of  the 
catering.  Exhausting  expeditions  were  made  to  see 
members  of  the  famUy  on  both  sides— mostly  old  and 
uninteresting  relations  living  on  pensions  in  the  suburbs 
Lady  Landon  was  the  Fleetwoods'  only  relative  who 
actupJly  possessed  a  house  in  London.  That  lady's 
return  to  the  said  house  from  the  South  of  France  was 
duly  announced  in  The  Morning  Post,  and  on  the 
Sunday  following  her  arrival  Mr  and  Mrs  Fleetwood 
and  Marion  went  there  to  luncheon.  "  Both  of  you 
come,"  Lady  Landon  wrote  to  her  sister-in-law,  "  and 
bring  one  of  the  girls  with  you.    Two  o'clock  luncheon." 

Marion  was  the  one  to  go  as  a  matter  of  course 
being  the  eldest.    Fay  and  Isabel  stayed  behind. 

"  We  couldn't  expect  her  to  ask  the  whole  pack  of 
us,"  said  Marion. 

"  Why  not?  "  argued  her  father,  who  was  not  deeply 
attached  to  his  only  sister,  and  always  said  she  was  a 
snob.    "  The  house  is  quite  big  enough." 
''  Probably  she  has  a  luncheon-party." 
"  Oh,  I  hope  not,"  exclaimed  Mrs  Fleetwood     She 
had  never  felt  quite  at  ease  in  the  presence  of  her 
fashionable  sister-in-law,  nor  among  the  company  she 
had  met  when  at  the  house.    She  was  conscious,  too, 
that  the  toque  and  costume  purchased  during  this 
turbulent  first  week  at  home  was  not  of  the  style  to 
excite  Beatrice  Landon's  approval.    Marion  worried 
herdreadfuUy  about  it,  and  was  most  discouraging  even 
as  they  were  actually  on  their  way  to  keep  the  Sunday 
engagement.  ^ 

"  I  can't  help  it,  Marion."  she  protested.    "  There 
has  been  simply  no  time.    We  seem  to  live  as  though 


\  ."3:1 
:■  I. if 

i-  ^ 

m  I 


If 


\  h 


n 


/it 


ii^ 


154 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


we  had  just  come  up  to  London  from  the  country  for  a 
fortnight!" 

"  That  is  the  way  most  people  do  live  in  London, 
I  fancy,"  Mr  Fleetwood  interposed. 

"  Well,  at  anyrate  you  look  all  right,  which  is  the 
main  thing!  "  And  the  mother  gazed  fondly  at  her 
eldest  daughter,  who  even  in  so  short  a  period  had  con- 
trived to  liken  herself  to  the  young  women  one  saw 
driving  about  in  motors  and  carriages,  or  emerging 
from  houses  that  could  only  be  inhabited  by  the  wealthy 
world. 

"  I  don't  know  how  I'm  going  to  keep  it  up,  all  the 
same,"  said  Marion,  with  a  laugh  that  had  no  appre- 
hension in  it.  "I  know  I've  almost  got  through  my 
year's  allowance  already." 

"  Oh!  well,  of  course  you  and  Isabel  must  have 
extra  money  for  setting  yourselves  up.  None  of  your 
Indian  clothes  can  be  much  use  till  we  get  into  the 
country." 

Marion  would  have  replied,  "And  not  then!  "  but 
that  they  were  now  on  the  threshold  of  her  aunt's  house, 
and  the  polished  mahogany  door  with  its  handsome 
"  furniture  "  sprang  open  to  disclose  two  tall  footmen 
and  a  short  butler  with  a  fat,  red  face. 

"  Do  footmen  never  become  butlers,  and  do  butlers 
never  begin  as  footmen?  "  Mrs  Fleetwood  wondered 
to  herself  as  she  passed  into  the  hall — a  hall  paved  with 
black  and  white  marble  scattered  with  Persian  rugs. 
The  light,  reflected  through  a  stained  glass  window, 
gleamed  on  old  oak  and  shining  brass,  gilt  picture 
frames,  and  a  huge  bronze  Burmese  gong. 

They  followed  the  broad  back  of  the  butler  up  a 
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handsome  staircase  and  were  conducted  into  a  double 
drawing-room  crowded  with  valuable  ornaments  and 
expensive  furniture.  Crimson  and  gilt  and  the  glitter 
of  looking-glass  gave  an  impression  of  splendour  that 
reminded  Mrs  Fleetwood  vaguely  of  the  Rajah  of 
Rotah's  reception  hall.  She  sat  on  a  deep,  luxurious 
sofa  while  the  butler  went "  to  tell  her  ladyship,"  feeling 
a  little  envious,  a  little  bitter,  that  this  woman  without 
ties  or  responsibilities  should  have  so  much,  such  a 
preponderance  of  this  world's  goods  to  be  spent  on 
pleasure  and  servants,  and  hospitality  towards  people 
who  could  afford  hospitality  in  like  manner,  whUe  her 
own  pretty  daughters  must  have  a  struggle  to  dress 
becomingly,  and  her  dear  husband  would  be  stinted 
in  the  recreations  that  he  loved. 

Marion  walked  over  to  a  beautiful  buhl  writing-table 
to  examine  with  respect  a  rack  of  invitation  cards  that 
stood  upon  it,  dozens  of  cards,  for  every  imaginable 
form  of  entertainment. 

Then  two  people  -vere  ushered  into  the  room — a 
stout,  elderly  lady  in  resplendent  garments,  whose  hair 
was  astonishingly  auburn,  whose  faded  skin  an  artificial 
complexion  obviously  concealed.  Mrs  Fleetwood  was 
dazzled  by  her  appearance — all  satin  and  f  ithers  and 
jewels  and  chains.  She  carried  a  gold  bag  ^^  th  clatter- 
ing appendages,  and  imder  her  arm  was  a  degenerate- 
looking  little  dog.  A  man  followed  this  vision,  a  very 
old  man,  who  surely  ought  to  have  been  in  a  bath  chair 
if  out  of  his  bedroom  at  all;  but  he  also  was  pressed 
into  smart,  tight  clothes,  his  eyebrows  and  moustache 
were  carefully  coaxed  and  v/axed,  his  scanty  wiiite 
hair  arranged  ynth  art  to  modify  the  baldness  of  his 
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palsied  head,  his  nose,  naturally  purple,  was  powdered 
and  possessed  a  surface  bloom  that  recalled  heliotrope 
velvet  shot  with  pink. 

The  situation  is  inevitably  awkward  for  people  un- 
acquainted with  each  other  who  meet  like  this  on  door- 
steps, or  in  drawing-rooms.  The  new-comers  and  the 
Fleetwoods  exchanged  uncertain  salutations,  and  looked 
supremely  reserved.  Marion  took  upon  herself  to 
make  the  first  advance.  "  My  aunt  will  be  down  in  a 
moment,"  she  said  politely. 

The  old  lady  widened  her  mouth  till  she  resembled 
a  frog.  "Ohl  you  are  Lady  Landon's  niece?  "  she 
said,  and  turned  to  the  old  gentleman.  "  This  is  Lady 
Landon's  niece,"  she  told  him;  he  jigged  shakily  and 
made  affable  though  inarticulate  sounds. 

"  Yes — Lady  Landon  is  my  father's  sister  " — ^and  a 
species  of  universal  introduction  ensued. 

"  We  have  just  come  home  from  India,"  Mrs  Fleet- 
wood volunteered,  with  a  desire  to  be  pleasant. 

"Oh!  indeed — how  did  you  like  India?  It  must 
be  very  disagreeably  hot.  Don't  you  find  it  very  cold 
in  England?  " 

"  I  think  when  you  first  come  home  you  don't  feel 
the  cold  so  much  as  you  do  later  when  you  have  been 
home  for  some  time — ^just  as  at  first  you  don't  find  the 
Indian  hot  weather  so  unbearable.  One  seems  to  bring 
home  a  supply  of  heat  and  take  out  a  supply  of  cold!  " 
explained  Mrs  Fleetwood,  sociably  smiling. 

An  uninterested,  uncomprehending  stare  was  the 
response,  and  the  entrance  of  Lady  Landon,  voluble, 
apologetic,  was  an  immense  relief  to  the  Fleetwoods. 

Lady  Landon  looked  like  a  rich  widow — which  she 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


157 


was.  Her  glance  was  genial,  but  self-absorbed.  The 
affairs  of  other  people  save  as  an  interesting  subject  of 
conversation  did  not  affect  her.  She  appraised  her 
friends  according  to  the  size  and  quality  of  their  social 
circles — their  incomes,  establishments,  and  entertain- 
ments; and  those  with  whom  she  chiefly  associated 
did  the  same.  Anything  that  did  not  cost  more  than 
it  was  worth  they  despised ;  they  overpaid  their  servants 
and  tradespeople,  and  were  afraid  of  them,  they  pre- 
ferred to  be  robbed  rather  than  risk  a  descent  from 
their  golden  pedestals  in  the  estimation  of  the  inferior 
classes. 

Yet,  despite  her  failings.  Lady  Landon  had  her  own 
charm.  She  was  handsome  and  vivacious  and  looked 
years  younger  than  her  age.  Gracious,  good-tempered, 
agreeable,  she  was  in  a  manner  fascinating,  especially 
to  elderly  gentlemen  who  had  nothing  to  do  but  culti- 
vate acquaintances  of  a  useful  description,  and  to 
"  know  everybody."  Two  of  these  beings  were  an- 
nounced as  Lady  Landon  was  gushing  over  her  relatives 
from  India,  declaring  that  John  looked  so  young  he 
ought  not  to  be  allowed  to  go  out  alone — ^that  no  one 
would  suspect  dear  Emily  for  a  moment  of  ever  having 
been  near  India — dreadful  place! — and  as  for  Marion, 
well — ^looking  her  up  and  down  with  flattering  insinua- 
tion— ^it  was  a  mercy  she  had  not  thrown  herself  away 
on  some  impecunious  youth  in  that  horrible  country, 
full  of  snakes  and  tigers  and  sunstroke! 

"  Make  up  to  Mr  Prowne — immensely  rich,"  she 
whispered,  pinching  the  arm  of  her  niece  playfully, 
then  introducing  the  gentleman,  who  was  at  least  sixty 
years  of  age,  with  a  bald  head  and  a  prominent  stomach. 


f 


i 


Ir 


158 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


Other  guests  came  in— ladies  of  the  type  of  Mrs  de 
Wick,  the  first  arrival,  mostly  with  titles  and  mummi- 
fied husbands;  one  or  two  younger  couples,  very 
modem,  very  careless  in  manner,  talking  of  the  parties 
at  which  they  had  met  last  night,  eyeing  their  hostess's 
Indian  relations  with  inquisitive  regard. 

Besides  Marion  Fleetwood  only  one  other  unmarried 
woman  was  present,  an  American  girl.  Miss  Van  Bart, 
beautifully  garbed,  exquisitely  finished  in  physical 
detail— finger-nails,  hair,  lips,  eyelashes  and  eyebrows 
carefully  tended,  with  effective  and  pleasing  result. 
With  yet  a  slight  accent,  her  voice  was  neither  strident 
nor  harsh,  her  manners  were  easy  and  self-assured,  she 
was  brilliant,  overpowering,  and  made  Marion  feel 
abnost  Uke  a  schoolgiri,  though  probably  Marion  was 
the  senior  in  years. 

They  all  went  down  to  luncheon,  to  a  table  covered 
with  silver  and  cut  glass  and  flowers  and  fruit;  and 
these  people  of  Beatrice  Landon's  worid  ate  through 
course  afte  course  of  rich,  wonderfully-cooked  food, 
drank  champagne  and  liqueurs  and  coffee,  and  said 
good-bye  directly  afterwards— by  which  time  it  was 
nearly  four  o'clock  in  the  afternoon. 

As  the  Fleetwoods  walked  away  from  the  door, 
bound  for  tholr  modest  hotel  which,  by  the  way.  Lady 
Landon  declared  she  had  never  heard  of  before  in  her 
life,  Mr  Fleetwood  denounced  he  luncheon  and  the 
guests  and  his  sister  and  her  wh      mode  of  existence. 

"  They're  a  bloated  brigade!     he  concluded. 

"  Dad,  you've  eaten  too  much."  said  Marion. 

"  Yes,  I  have.  And  if  that's  the  kind  of  meal  those 
people  eat  twice  a  day  I  wonder  any  of  them  are  alive. 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


159 


They  all  look  as  if  they  had  fatty  degeneration  of  the 
heart  and  mind  and  morals." 

Marion  sighed.  "  I  should  love  to  be  able  to  enter- 
tain like  that  I"  she  said  enviously.  "Such  well- 
trained  servants  and  everjrthing  so  easy,  and  so  well 
done.  One  felt  quite  out  of  it — knowing  none  of  the 
people  they  were  talking  about,  or  what  was  going 
on." 

"They  gossiped  abominably,  if  you  ask  me!" 
said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  who  nevertheless  secretly  agreed 
with  Marion.  How  delightful  to  be  in  a  position  to 
give  such  parties !— but  the  company  would  be  different, 
of  course. 

"  Don't  ask  me  to  go  to  any  more  tamashas  of  that 
kind,"  said  Mr  Fleetwood.  "  I  like  good  food,  as  you 
know,  but  gluttony  is  not  in  my  line." 

"  Oh,  dad,  if  Aunt  Beatrice  could  hear  you  I  "  said 
Marion,  shocked. 

"  A  pity  she  can't,  but  she  shall  some  day,"  said  her 
father. 

When  they  got  back  to  their  hotel  Marion  described 
the  people  they  had  met,  and  the  luncheon  they  had 
eaten,  to  her  sister  Isabel.  She  had  also  something  else 
to  tell  her,  but  waited  till  after  tea  when  they  were 
alone — Mr  Fleetwood  and  Fay  safely  out  for  a  walk, 
their  mother  resting  upstairs.  The  two  girls  had 
the  laige  drawing-room  to  themselves,  save  for  one  old 
lady  dozing  over  a  magazine  at  the  far  end. 

"  Well— what  is  it?  "  Isabel  asked.  They  sat  down 
side  by  side  on  a  sofa. 

"  That  American  girl  I  was  telling  you  of— Miss 
Van  Bart—" 
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••  Yea— what  about  her?  " 

"  I  heard  her  say  at  luncheon  that  it  was  the  dream 
of  her  life  to  go  out  to  India,  '  to  see  something  of  the 
mystery  and  occultism  of  the  East ! ' — and  she  was 
having  lessons  in  Hindustani  because  she  hoped  to  go 
out  this  autumn  for  a  few  months  with  some  friends. 
I  felt  inclined  to  laugh  till  she  went  on  to  say  who  the 
friends  were — "    Marion  hesitated. 

"  Who  were  they?  "  Isabel's  voice  was  apprehen- 
sive. She  felt  sure  Marion  had  something  unpleasant 
to  impart,  but  had  not  an  idea  of  what  was  actually 
coming. 

"  Lord  a;id  Lady  Boldborough!  They  are  going 
to  tour  through  India,  and  mean  to  make  their  son 
go  with  them  as  he  is  out  there  already  and  knows 
the  country.  They  have  asked  Miss  Van  Bart  to  go 
too." 

Isabel's  fair  skin  flushed  pink.  She  was  greatly 
surprised.  "  I  am  sure  Lewis  doesn't  know  anything 
about  his  people's  intention  of  going  to  India.  He 
has  never  mentioned  such  a  thing,  neither  before  we 
came  home,  nor  in  his  letter  this  mail.  I  suppose  they 
have  only  just  thought  of  it." 

"  Perhaps,"  said  Marion.  "  But  if  they  do  go  he 
won't  be  able  to  come  home  as  he  intended." 

"  No,  it  would  mean  six  months'  delay,  I  suppose," 
said  Isabel,  doubtfully. 

"  But,  Isabel — ^this  American  girl — she's  very  at- 
tractive and  very  rich,  an  heiress,  the  man  next  me  at 
luncheon  told  me  so." 

"  You  mean  the  Boldboroughs  are  taking  her  out 
to  try  and  marry  her  to  him?  " 
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"  Yes,  and  if  you  can't  persuade  him  to  come  home 
they  will  probably  succeed!  " 

Isabel's  eyebrows  drew  together  in  distress.  "  Oh, 
Marion.  I'm  not  like  you  —  I  can't  make  things 
happen  or  prevent  their  happening.  If  Lewis's 
people  really  are  going  out  I  don't  see  how  he  can 
come  home." 

"  Tell  him  to  come  now." 

"  He  couldn't  get  leave." 

"  He  could  for  anything  really  urgent.  It  can 
always  be  managed.  Isabel,  are  you  just  going  to 
sit  down  and  lose  this  chance  of  making  a  nice 
marriage? " 

Isabel  fidgeted.  "  I  must  wait  and  see  what  he 
suggests  himself  when  he  knows  they  are  going  out." 
1>en,  with  a  petulant  movement:  "Oh,  Marion, 
don't  worry  me!  I  believe— I  think— I  really  believe 
I  shouldn't  mind  if  he  didn't  come  home,  and  if  he  did 
marry  this  Van  Boot  girl  or  whatever  her  name  is!  " 
She  got  up  and  went  to  the  window,  holding  the  lace 
curtains  apart  with  each  hand. 

Marion  said  nothmg.    She  felt  exasperated  with 

Isabel,  provoked  by  her  lack  of  enterprise  and  ambition, 

her  blindness  to  the  social  advantages  such  a  marriage 

would  bring.     Suroly  it  was  worth  fighting  for?     Yet 

Isabel  would  do  nothing,  would  let  it  slip  through  her 

fingers  like  a  helpless  idiot!     What  was  she  scaring  at 

so  intently  in  the  street?     Marion  rose  and  looked  over 

her  sister's  shoulder.     A  yovmg  ch  igvTnan  was  walking 

quickly  along  the  opposite  pavement,  a  broad-shouldered, 

bronzed  yoimg  man,  who  looked  as  if  he  could  row  and 

bowl  and  bat,  as  well  as  preach  and  pray  and  exhort. 
II 
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He  was  rather  like  Arthur  Dakin.  So  that  was  why 
Isabel  was  gazing  so  intently  out  of  the  window,  in- 
stead of  heeding  her  sister's  counsel  I  Marion  gave 
a  gentle  sigh  of  despair  and  returned  to  the  sofa  and 
a  novel 
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A  HOUSE  was  taken—a  large  house  passably  fur- 
nished in,  according  to  the  house-agent,  the  most 
desirable  quar+er  of  South  Kensington.  The  house- 
agent  also  assured  his  clients  that  he  had  secured  for 
them  an  unprecedented  bargain — so  handsomely  ap- 
pointed, so  replete  with  conveniences,  and  only  eight 
guineas  a  week!  Servants  were  left  by  the  owner,  the 
tenants  of  co.  ;  je  payin?  uagrs  ;ind  the  extras  included 
in  that  mysferious  phuiso  '  all  found." 

Altogether  the  family  considered  they  were  lucky. 
Mr  Fleetwood  hfJ  a  large  smoking-room  opening  on 
to  well-kept  gardens  where  children  and  nurses  played 
and  strolled,  and  ladies  exercised  little  dogs  Hrre 
he  tied  flies,  and  sorted  his  papers,  and  tried  i  .t  to 
think  about  tiger-shooting.  Without  much  itlw.if  .sf.i 
but  for  the  sake  of  air  and  exercise,  he  "  tr  »k  ip"  j^r.i; 
god-fathered  by  a  fellow-pensioner  froir  I:v.li  {  a  xwni 
neighboiu:  who  played  badly  and  was  ci,  ,  :v  J  i;% 
find  an  opponent  who  played  worse.  Tho  vv  i  t«  is,.,} 
long  hours  on  a  course  within  easy  reach  oi  ■.  n,^  r.. 
losing  their  tempers  and  innumerable  golf  balib' .,  but 
though  Mr  Fleetwood  with  keen  eye  and  active  limbs 
could  soon  beat  his  disgusted  friend,  he  never  truly 
appreciated  the  game.  He  found  the  days  more  tedi- 
ous when  he  did  not  play.  A  walk  in  the  morning, 
not  in  the  Park,  because  he  liked  to  go  out  in  comfort- 
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able  old  dothes.  and  the  girls  bothered  him  to  "  make 
himself  look  decent  if  he  was  going  where  he  would  see 
people."  So  sometimes  he  changed  the  books  at  the 
library  or  wandered  into  a  museum,  once  actually,  for 
something  to  do,  he  volunteered  to  go  to  the  fishmonger's 
and  select  the  fish  for  dinner.  But,  as  Mrs  Fleetwood 
complained  afterwards,  of  course  he  bought  soles  which 
that  day,  according  to  fishmongers,  were  "  scarce  and 
dear."  In  the  afternoons  he  went  to  his  Qub  and 
talked  with  men  he  had  known  in  India,  smoked  and 
read  the  papers,  and  found  he  looked  forward  to  seeing 
The  Pioneer  Mail.  Sometimes  he  went  to  a  race- 
meeting. 

He  longed  iox  the  autumn  when  they  could  get  into 
a  house  in  the  country  with  a  little  shooting,  where  at 
anyrate  fields  and  woods  would  be  around  him.  Sorely 
he  missed  his  work,  his  guns,  his  horses;  but  he  said 
little,  hardly  yet  understanding  how  greatly  he  was 
bored.  He  accepted  and  endured  the  situation  without 
complaint,  ?  rrowhat  as  a  child  will  accept  adverse 
conditions  of  life  with  unconscious  fatalism.  At  least 
there  was  one  unexpected  palliation  of  the  circum- 
stances—the parlourmaid  proved  almost  as  excellent 
a  valet  as  old  Gunga. 

Mrs  Fleetwood,  for  her  part,  was  fairly  content. 
She  liked  her  big  bedroom,  and  found  the  back  drawing- 
room  a  pleasant  refuge  wherein  to  write  letters  and  to 
rest  when  tired,  though  she  missed  the  veranda.  The 
cook  seemed  an  amiable  individual  who  was  willing  to 
"  manage,"  and  who  proclaimed  that  she  always  "  laid 
herself  out  "  to  please  her  ladies.  Nevertheless  the 
housekeeping  books   appeared   to   her   present   lady 
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alarmingly  high— but  then  of  course  they  were  a  large 
party,  five  of  themselves  and  four  servants  and  "  help," 
not  to  speak  of  people  always  coming  to  luncheon  or 
dinner.  Whenever  a  member  of  the  family  met  a 
friend,  that  friend  was  instantly  invited  to  a  meal  as  a 
matter  of  course. 

During  the  season  they  gave  quite  a  large  At  Home, 
using  the  gardens,  hiring  a  string  band  and  a  fortune- 
teller. Lady  Landon  lent  her  presence  to  the  party 
en  route  from,  and  to,  half  a  dozen  entertainments  of  a 
like  nature.  Also  came  a  crowd  of  Indian  friends,  and 
many  new  acquaintances  acquired  by  the  two  elder 
girls.  And  all  the  relations  attended  from  the 
suburbs,  henceforward  regarding  the  Fleetwoods  as 
millionaires. 

Marion  and  Isabel  lived  strenuously,  and  might  be 
Raid  to  enjoy  themselves,  though  certain  vexations  and 
drawbacks  rather  qualified  their  pleasures  and  thwarted 
their  aspirations.  Lady  Landon,  for  example,  was  not 
aU  the  social  help  they  had  anticipated  she  would  be. 
They  did  not  realize  that  some  six  years  back,  at  the 
time  of  their  visit  to  her  in  London,  it  was  her  whim 
to  take  two  pretty  girls  about  with  her— to  pose  as  the 
kind-hearted  matron  who  "  loved  to  see  young  people 
enjoy  themselves."  It  was  the  fashion  just  then  to 
make  much  of  girls,  just  as  at  another  time  it  was  "  the 
thing  "  to  drive  in  the  Park  with  children,  instead  of 
dogs,  on  the  back  seat  of  the  carriage,  with  a  discreet 
nurse  in  attendance. 

Girls  were  not  fashionable  this  year,  and  Lady 
landon  now  rather  affected  young  married  women. 
So,  though  she  was  good-natured  enough  to  her  two 
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pretty  nieces  because  people  admired  them  and  asked 
who  they  were,  and  sometimes  said  they  were  surely 
her  sisters,  not  her  nieces,  she  did  little  more  than  take 
them  to  Hurlingham  now  and  then,  have  them  to 
luncheon  occasionally  and  of  course  to  all  her  immense 
At  Homes. 

However,  the  Fleetwood  girls,  handsome  and  with 
pleasant  manners,  were  patronized  by  some  of  Lady 
Landon's   acquaintances — principally   those   who   re- 
garded the  nieces  as  a  possible  stepping-stone  to  the 
aunt's  greater  favour.    Mrs  de  Wick,  for  example, 
sent  them  constant  invitations.    Therefore  Marion  and 
Isabel  went  out  considerably,  after  a  fashion— that  is 
to  say  they  went  to  Sandown  and  Ranelagh  and 
Hurlingham,  to  Lords  and  Henley,  and  innumerable 
luncheons  and  At  Homes.    Of  course  it  all  cost  money 
for  clothes  and  cabs  and  so  forth,  money  disbursed  im- 
grudgingly  by  their  parents,  who  also  endeavoured  to 
make  return  to  all  these  people  "  for  their  kindness  to 
the  girls."    Then,  naturally,  when  men  called,  they 
must  be  asked  to  dinner,  though  these  all  seemed  to  be 
either  mere  youths  or  more  than  elderly  bachelors. 
Mrs  Fleetwood  was  delighted  to  see  her  daughters' 
friends,  and  did  not  mind  how  many  people  she  invited 
to  the  house.    In  addition  there  was  a  large  circle  of 
old  Anglo-Indian  friends  whose  hospitality  she  loved 
to  return — she  and  John  were  alwa)^  dining  out  among 
them.    The  result  was  that  the  servants  began  to  say 
they  were  run  off  their  legs,  and  though  increased  wages 
and  extra  help  soon  supplied  them  with  fresh  energy, 
the  turmoil  continued  till  the  end  of  the  season  drew 
near  and  it  was  time  to  think  of  leaving  London. 
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One  evening,  before  dinner,  Mrs  Fleetwood  and  her 
two  elder  daughters  were  in  the  smoking-room  discuss- 
ing this  question.  Outside  it  was  still  daylight,  the 
French  windows  at  the  top  of  the  short  flight  of  steps 
leading  into  the  garden  stood  open,  and  the  air  was 
languid  with  the  smell  of  dry  earth  and  exhausted 
flowers.  Isabel,  who  had  been  at  a  concert  all  the 
afternoon,  leaned  back,  tired,  on  the  sofa,  clad  in  a 
loose,  cool  tea-gown,  and  felt  rather  relieved  than 
otherwise  that  she  was  not  going  out  to-night.  She 
did  not  envy  Marion  her  summons  from  Aimt  Beatrice 
to  do  "  stop-gap  "  at  a  dinner-party,  somebody  having 
failed  at  the  last  moment.  "  Come  smart,"  was 
scribbled  at  the  end  of  the  note,  and  certainly  Marion 
looked  exceedingly  "  smart,"  standing  ready  in  a 
shimmering  green  gown  that  enhanced  the  sparkle  in 
her  hair  and  the  creamy  smoothness  of  her  neck  and 
arms. 

"  It  will  be  a  long,  hot,  dull  dinner-party!  "  said 
Isabel. 

"  Yes,  just  a  lot  of  tag  end  of  people  left  over  in 
London,"  agreed  Marion.  "  Everybody  is  clearing  out 
as  fast  as  they  can  now,"  she  added  to  her  mother,  "  and 
we  are  no  nearer  definite  plans  than  we  were  a  fortnight 
ago!" 

"  Well,  dears,  what  do  you  want?  Your  father  has 
worn  himself  out  lately,  looking  at  places  to  settle  in, 
but  all  the  houses  we  should  like  seem  so  dreadfully 
expensive,  and  I  really  have  not  had  the  time  yet  to 
go  into  the  matter  properly  myself." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  stood  at  the  open  window  looking 
back  into  the  room,  a  kind  little  figure,  yet  not  quite  so 
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plump  as  when  she  left  India,  her  blue  «^es  not  quite 
so  serene. 

"  Why  need  we  actually  settle  aaaywhere  yet?  " 
argued  Marion.  "Why  shouldn't  we  take  aaoidier 
furnished  house  somewhere  in  the  country  and  make 
it  our  headquarters  while  we  pay  viats?  We've  all 
had  invitations  of  sorts.  Mr  Taylor  has  asked  dad  to 
take  a  share  in  that  shoot  he  goes  in  for,  hasn't  he? 
and  there  are  plenty  of  people  Isabel  and  I  can  stay 
with  for  a  few  days  at  a  time,  on  the  river,  and  about 
the  place." 

"  Well,  really,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  "  I  don't  see 
the  necessity  of  taking  another  house  at  all,  for  the 
present.  We've  got  this  one  anyway  till  the  end  of 
October,  and  Fay  and  I  could  stay  here  quietly  and 
keep  it  open  while  you  people  go  backwards  and  for- 
wards. It  would  save  a  lot  of  money,"  she  concluded 
persuasively, 

Marion  trailed  to  and  fro  restlessly  in  her  green 
gown.  "  Everything  at  home  seems  to  be  a  matter 
of  birth  or  money,"  she  complained  with  bitterness. 
"  Unless  yon  can  afford  to  entertain  properly,  or  are 
so  well  bom  that  poverty  does  not  signify,  you  are  of 
no  account  at  all." 

"Oh!  I  don't  think  it's  quite  as  bad  as  that!" 
Mrs  Fleetwood  interposed  mUdly.  "  Of  course  there 
can't  be  the  same  sociability  here  as  there  is  in  India, 
where  we  all  knew  each  other  and  amused  ourselves 
together  in  the  same  way  and  with  the  same  things." 

Marion  continued  as  though  her  mother  had  not 
spoken.  "  If  we  settled  in  London  we  might  eventually 
have  ahnost  as  large  a  circle  of  acquaintances  as  Mrs 
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de  Wick,  or  even  Aunt  Beatrice;  but  we  should  not 
reaUy  be  '  in  '  things.  Who  should  we  know  worth 
knowing?  Where  should  we  go  except  through  the 
good-nature  of  other  people  or  by  cadging  for  vouchers 
and  badges  and  tickets?  We  are  people  with  'no 
money,'  and  nothing  particular  in  the  way  of  connec- 
tions, except  Aunt  Beatrice,  who,  after  all—"  She 
shrugged  her  shoulders  with  meaning.  Then  added 
petulantly:  "  And  if  we  go  into  the  country  it  wiU  be 
just  the  same,  probably  worse  I  " 

"  But,  Marion,  my  dear,  we  must  consider  your 
father.  He  can't  bear  London."  Mrs  Fleetwood  said 
in  some  alarm. 

This  Marion  also  ignored.  "  I  do  think,"  she  went 
on,  "  that  Aunt  Beatrice  might  have  played  up  a  litUe 
more,  considering  that  she  has  no  daughters  of  her 
own." 

"  But  the  people  she  knows  best  are  mostly  so  old 
or  else  so  impossibly  smart,"  said  Isabel,  "  and  thev  all 
seem  to  Uve  for  nothing  but  their  food,  and  caUing  on 
each  other."  ** 

^  "  All  the  same."  said  Marion,  with  frank  significance 
those  people  must  surely  have  male  belongings  who 
are  not  old  or  stuck-up  or  greedy-though  I  must 
admit  that  the  unmarried  men  in  England  all  appear 
to  be  either  patriarchs  or  puppies,  with  no  happy 
medium! "  *^*^^ 

"We  certainly  haven't  met  much  else."  agreed 
Isabel.  "  and  I'm  sure  I  don't  want  to  marry  a  very  old 
^^\.^  ^^^  young  one.    They  seem  to  me  equally 

"My  dear  Isabel."  put  in  Mrs  Fleetwood,  "you 
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appear  to  have  forgotten  that  Captain  Mickleham  will 
be  home  the  beginning  of  this  cold  weather!  " 

Isabel  flushed  and  looked  uneasy.  She  threw  a 
glance  of  appeal  at  her  sister. 

"  Winter  you  mean,  mother,  not  '  cold  weather,'  " 
Marion  coirected  promptly.  She  spoke  with  a  certain 
asperity  in  order  to  divert  attention  from  Isabel, 
though  indeed  her  mother's  habit  of  using  Indian  words 
and  phrases  was  a  perpetual  small  irritation.  Mrs 
Fleetwood  persisted  in  calling  an  entree  a  "  side  dish," 
alluding  to  luncheon  as  "  tiffin,"  to  kitchen  pots  and 
pans  as  degchies,  and  so  on.  She  seemed  unable  to 
dislodge  from  her  mind  the  idea  that  empty  soda-water 
bottles  were  of  value,  as  in  India;  and  she  could  not 
endure  to  see  ice  wasted. 

Isabel  stood  up  now.  Her  weariness  seemed  gone. 
"  Lewis  Mickleham  is  not  coming  home  yet,  mother. 
His  people  are  going  out  to  India  for  the  winter,  so  he 
can't  get  away  till  the  spring." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  said  "  Oh !  "  in  sympathetic  surprise, 
but  she  did  not  ask  questions.  Provided  this  alteration 
in  Captain  Mickleham's  plans  did  not  fret  Isabel  she 
herself  was  glad  to  hear  of  it.  Neither  she  nor  John 
cared  for  the  young  man ;  he  seemed  to  them  weak  and 
uninteresting  in  character,  and  it  was  more  than  likely 
that  his  people  would  oppose  his  marriage  with  a  penni- 
less girl  who  was,  moreover,  not  quite  of  their  own 
world. 

Marion  looked  at  the  dock  and  wished  it  were  time 
to  start,  wished  she  had  not  dressed  so  early.  Into  her 
heart  had  crept  a  little  teasing  regret  for  the  old  friendly 
Indian  life,  for  the  social  uniformity,  the  bond  of  com- 
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mon  amusements  and  topics  of  interest.  None  of  those 
difficulties  existed  in  India  that  made  life  so  compli- 
cated in  England  for  those  who  had  not  the  advantage 
of  recognized  family  claims,  or  an  assured  monetary 
position.  In  India  no  English  official  people  were 
wealthy,  and  the  same  recreations,  the  same  meeting- 
places  were  open  to  one  and  all.  While  here,  Marion 
continued  to  reflect,  recreation  was  a  matter  of  trouble 
and  expense  for  the  ordinary  human  being.  Un- 
willingly she  admitted  the  truth — that,  after  all,  life 
in  India  was  not  so  much  to  be  despised. 

Mr  Fleetwood  and  Fay  came  into  the  room,  and  a 
few  minutes  later  Marion  drew  on  her  gloves,  put  on 
her  cloak,  sent  for  a  taxi-cab,  and  went  off  to  dine  with 
her  aimt — ^to  help  consume  a  dinner  the  cost  of  which 
would  probably  have  kept  a  whole  family  from  destitu- 
tion for  a  year. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  remarked  Mrs  Fleetwood,  as  the 
front  door  closed  behind  her  eldest  daughter,  "  that 
we  are  no  nearer  making  plans.  I  really  do  think  it 
would  be  more  sensible  to  use  this  house  as  long  as  we 
are  paying  for  it,  don't  you,  Isabel?  " 

"  I  suppose  it  would,"  said  Isabel,  lazily;  "  but 
isn't  it  rather  appalling  to  think  of  being  in  London  at 
all  during  August  and  September?  " 


That  night,  after  dinner,  Fay  went  out  into  the 
gardens  alone.  She  moved  like  a  phantom  in  the  warm 
darkness,  a  slender  figure  in  a  white  gown  that  swept 
the  dry  grass  beneath  her  feet,  for  Fay  was  now  seven- 
teen, no  longer  the  "  flapper "  of  the  family.  Her 
skirts  were  of  orthodox  grown-up  length,  her  soft  dark 
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hair  was  gathered  into  a  knot  at  the  back  of  her  neck. 
During  these  last  few  months  she  had  developed  both 
physically  and  in  character.  Lessons  from  competent 
teachers  had  awakened  her  to  the  value  of  knowledge. 
She  read  more  than  ever,  and  now  with  definite  piupose ; 
music  was  a  delight  to  her,  and  she  practised  on  the 
piano  for  hours  together.  Perhaps  she  was  more 
silent,  more  dreamy  than  before;  the  sprite-like  per- 
verseness  in  hor  nature  that  had  so  distracted  old  Gunga 
seemed  dead  or  dormant — sometimes  her  gravity  was 
such  that  it  troubled  her  mother.  It  was  not  natural 
for  Fay  to  lijce  to  be  alone  so  much,  that  she  should  be 
absorbed  to  such  an  extent  in  books  and  music,  should 
care  so  little  for  amusements  and  the  small  gaieties 
available  for  a  girl  who  was  not  yet  "  out." 

Fay  seldom  spoke  of  India  now.  Mrs  Fleetwood 
once  asked  her  if  she  were  forgetting  India,  and  Fay 
did  not  answer.  Her  mother's  attention  being  attracted 
elsewhere  for  the  moment,  the  question  was  not  repeated, 
L  jt  to  herself  Fay  answered  it  with  yearning.  Forget 
India! — ^when  the  sights  and  sounds  and  perfumes  of 
India  were  with  her  in  her  memory  night  and  day! 
The  ticking  of  a  certain  clock  in  one  of  the  rooms  re- 
minded her  of  the  note  of  the  coppersmith  bird  in  the 
compound  at  the  beginning  of  the  hot  weather,  and  Mrs 
Fleetwood  sometimes  wondered  why  Fay  was  so  fond 
of  sitting  in  that  room.  The  smell  of  burning  wood, 
the  cooing  of  pigeons  on  a  hot,  sunny  day,  made  her 
heart  contract  with  pining  recoil  ction.  If  she  saw 
an  ayah  with  English  children  in  the  streets  she  could 
not  pass  the  woman  without  speaking  to  her.  On  one 
memorable  day,  when  with  her  father  on  the  platform 
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of  an  underground  raUway  station,  she  spoke  in  Hindu- 
stani to  a  Mohammedan  youth  in  a  frock  coat  and  a 
turban,  so  bringing  severe  reproof  upon  herself.  At 
first  the  youth  had  laughed,  then,  seeing  Mr  Fleetwood's 
face,  the  insolent  grin  became  fixed  as  a  mask,  and  he 
hastily  jumped  into  the  wrong  train  to  escape  from  the 
wrath  of  those  glittering  blue  eyes  in  an  unmistakably 
"  old  Indian  "  face. 

"  If  I  hadn't  been  with  you,"  said  Mr  Fleetwood 
sternly  to  his  daughter,  "  that  fellow  would  have  been 
rude,  but  though  I  could  have  kicked  him  at  the  moment 
he  was  not  nearly  so  much  to  blame  as  you  were  for 
speaking  to  him.  You  brought  it  on  yourself.  You 
wouldn't  speak  to  a  strange  Englishman  in  an  under- 
ground railway  station  or  anywhere  else— why  on  earth 
should  you  speak  to  a  native?  What  will  he  thuik  and 
say  of  the  manners  of  English  ladies?  " 

Poor  Fay  I  She  repressed  her  tears  all  the  way 
home,  and  appeared  becomingly  repentant  and  ashamed. 
How  could  she  explain  that  it  was  India,  India  she  had 
spoken  to— not  a  low-class  Mohammedan  youth  ?  It  was 
useless  to  attempt  explanation.  Nobody  would  ever 
vmderstand  or  sympathize. 

To-night  she  wandered  listlessly  in  the  bluish  dark 
ness  of  the  gardens,  up  and  down  the  lawn.  i]^e 
shrubs  behind  the  border  were  shapeless  and  shadowless, 
the  gravel  path  around  the  plot  of  grass  showed  faint 
and  dim.  Beyond  the  iron  railings  the  traffic  rolled 
unceasingly.  A  huge  dray  rattled  past,  shaking  the 
ground,  filling  the  night  air  with  thunderous  clamour. 
To  Fay  there  seemed  everywhere  a  sense  of  contraction. 
Since  the  first  day  of  her  arrival  in  London  she  had  felt 
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herself  in  prison— a  noisy,  feverish  imprisonment-  - 
inactivity  without  peace,  restriction  without  rest. 
She  moved  on,  vaguely  sad,  overwhelmed  in  spirit  with 
hopeless  longing  for  the  years  that  were  over. 

A  warm,  dry  wind  arose  and  rustled  among  the 
shrubs,  and  touched  her  face  with  its  dusty  breath. 
In  a  measure  it  was  reminiscent  of  India.  She  closed 
her  eyes,  covered  her  ears  with  her  hands  to  shut  out 
the  harsh  sounds  of  the  streets,  and  gave  herself  over 
wholly  to  seductive  delusion.  The  tall,  crowded  houses 
were  gone,  there  was  no  street,  no  traffic,  no  hurrying 
passers-by.  She  was  in  a  moonlit  garden,  in  a  wide 
quiet.  There  were  hanging  creepers,  waxen  flowers 
gave  out  their  scent,  perfumes  of  Indi\  wafted  about  her. 
Far  away  a  little  stringed  instrumenv  was  thrumming 
softly,  and  a  tom-tom  beat  with  faint,  monotonous 
rhythm.  Beneath  a  cluster  of  great  shisham  trees  lay 
a  group  of  white  tombs,  peaceful,  melancholy,  and  the 
moonlight  quivered  on  them  through  the  trees.  .  .  . 

Then  pictures  of  India  crowded  through  her  mind  in 
dreamy  procession  without  special  reference  to  period 
or  place.  A  sun-soaked  bazaar,  humming  with  the 
deep,  sonorous  murmur  of  voices,  full  of  lazy  move- 
ment, of  excess  of  colour,  and  trivial  human  happenings  ; 
a  scene  so  alluring  despite  the  dust  and  the  dirt  and  the 
flies,  pervaded  with  that  strange  admixture  of  odours— 
the  indescribable  smell  of  the  East,  revolting  yet 
attractive.  Again— white  tents  with  a  heavy  back- 
ground of  mango  trees,  parrots  flashing,  overhead  in 
streaks  of  emerald  green;  air,  space,  freedom;  and, 
all  around,  the  great,  wide  country,  so  vast  and  old  and 
dry.  .  .  .    Morning  rides  in  keen  cold  air  that  was 
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aerated  with  sunshine;  evenings  so  serene  and  still, 
with  marvellous  sunsets;  the  wonder  and  the  kIoiv  of 
thehillsl 

And  among  such  pictures  one  lingered  before  her 
mental  vision— perhaps  a  little  longer  than  the  rest  until 
it  slid  away  to  make  room  for  yet  another  and  another 
—the  picture  of  a  rampart  overlooking  a  city  and  a 
dusty  plain.  She  saw  the  tall  mass  of  masonry  behind 
and  the  deep  drop  below,  where  the  camel-men  sat 
beside  their  munching  beasts,  and  the  plume  of  blue 
smoke  curled  up  from  their  Uttle  fire.  On  the  rampart 
stood  a  young  figure  dressed  in  spotless  white,  with 
burning  eyes  and  proud  pose,  waving  a  slim  brown  hand 
over  the  outstretched  view,  crying  exultantly,  "  It  is 
all  minel    It  is  all  mine!  " 
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CHAPTER  XII 


AT  the  time  of  Fay's  exit  into  the  garden  her  parents 
and  Isabel  were  discussing  Marion's  suggestion 
of  a  furnished  house  in  the  country  for  the  next  two  or 
three  months.  She  came  back  to  the  smoking-room 
to  find  that  circumstances  had  definitely  decided  the 
question  for  them.  By  the  last  post  came  the  South 
African  mail  and  brought  bad  tidings.  Walter  Fleet- 
wood, stationed  with  his  battery  at  Capetown,  wrote 
to  confess  wretchedly  to  his  people  that  he  had  ex- 
ceeded his  allowance,  indeed  was  seriously  in  debt — 
unless  he  could  be  cleared  without  delay  he  must  send 
in  his  papers. 

Walter  could,  and  of  course  must  be  cleared,  his 
[>arents  agreed,  consulting  together  till  late  into  the 
night.  A  portion  of  Mrs  Fleetwood's  own  money  still 
remained,  and  they  had  brought  home  something  with 
them  from  India — ^but  a  house  in  the  country  for  the 
present  was  certainly  not  to  be  contemplated. 

Therefore,  throughout  August  and  September,  Mrs 
Fleetwood  and  her  youngest  daughter  stayed  in  the 
South  Kensington  house,  just  with  the  exception  of 
one  or  two  week  end  visits  to  the  aunts  in  the  suburbs, 
from  which  they  returned,  with  relief,  to  the  independ- 
ence of  time  and  action  that  can  never  wholly  be  claimed 
by  a  visitor.    Marion  and  Isabel  paid  lengthier  visits  in 

various  parts  of  the  country,  and  were  actually  for  three 
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weeks  with  Mrs  de  Wick,  who,  truth  to  tell,  found  a 
difficulty  in  securing  girls  (who  had  any  other  choice) 
to  join  her  house-parties.  Girls  in  general  do  not  care 
for  old  men,  or  protracted  meals,  or  perpetual  bridge, 
but  Marion  said,  "  Any  port  in  a  storm,"  since  it  would 
be  dreadful  to  stay  in  London.  After  all,  the  grounds 
of  the  de  Wicks'  place  were  pretty,  the  house  was  com- 
fortable, plenty  of  novels  lay  about,  and  there  were 
garden-parties  in  the  neighbourhood  to  which  they  all 
went  in  carriages  and  motors.  Marion  appreciated 
the  physical  luxury,  the  easy  hours,  the  numerous 
servants,  the  unquestionably  good  living,  everything 
except  the  company,  who  were  nearly  all  members  of 
what  her  father  had  contemptuously  christened  "  the 
bloated  brigade." 

She  and  Isabel  were  astonished  to  discover  that  the 
only  man  of  the  party  who  had  any  pretensions  to  com- 
parative youth  was,  so  to  speak,  a  "professional 
visitor  ";  an  over-dressed  individual  who  gave  himself 
intolerable  airs,  and  was  paid  many  guineas  weekly 
to  arrange  the  bridge  tables  with  tact,  to  set  the  right 
pec.  le  down  to  picture  puzzles,  to  gossip  without  shame 
about  actors  and  singers,  and  dukes  and  duchesses  and 
the  Royal  Family,  to  tell  amusing  and  often  scandalous 
stories  at  appropriate  moments,  to  organize  expeditions 
and  games  of  croquet.  In  short,  to  do  master  of  the 
ceremonies.  Cynically  he  confided  the  nature  of  his 
trade  to  Miss  Fleetwood,  adding  that  he  held  London 
Society  in  the  hoUow  of  his  hand,  hinting  that  if  he 
chose  he  could  make  or  mar  a  woman's  reputation. 
He  owned  valuable  rings  and  pins,  and  chains  and  links 
and  studs,  which  he  implied  had  been  presented  to  him 
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either  as  tokens  of  gratitude  or  as  bribes  to  secure  his 
silence  or  his  favoui.  Marion  disliked  and  despised 
him  utterly,  nevertheless  she  concealed  her  feelings, 
assuring  herself  that  to  betray  them  would  be  bad 
manners  towards  her  hosts — the  true  reason  being 
that  she  feared  the  man  and  his  vaunted  powers, 
never  having  encountered  a  specimen  of  the 
breed  before.  He  appeared  to  know  everybody, 
and  from  him  she  heard  tell  of  Sir  Rowland 
Curtice, 

"  I  wonder  if  you  ever  met  him  when  he  was  out 
in  India?  "  he  inquired. 

Marion  ^as  thankful  she  had  not  answered  when 
the  gentleman  continued,  hardly  pausing: 

"  I  saw  him  just  after  he  got  back.  He'd  been 
dangerously  ill  out  there,  a  bad  case  of  typhoid,  and 
he  was  obliged  to  come  home  without  finishing  his  tour. 
And  not  only  did  he  have  a  narrow  squeak  of  snuffing 
out,  but  of  being  married  as  well  I  Some  girl  made  a 
dead  set  at  him,  he  told  me,  and  would  probably  have 
caught  him  if  he  hadn't  been  taken  ill!  You  say  you 
didn't  meet  him?  " 

Marion  suspected  the  man  of  deliberate  malice— 
of  being  aware  that  it  was  she  whom  Sir  Rowland  had 
accused  of  having  tried  to  marry  him.  Even  so,  of 
what  avail  to  defend  herself  and  reveal  the  truth  con- 
cerning the  "bad  case  of  t5T>hoid"?  She  merely 
answered  with  careless  evasion  that  she  had  heard  of 
Sir  Rowland,  and  inquired  what  had  become  of  him. 
She  would  have  rejoiced  to  hear  that  he  was  dead,  or 
ruined,  or  crippled  for  life.  But  he  had  only  gone  to 
Japan  and  America  to  re-establish  his  health,  and  as 
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coal  had  lately  been  discovered  on  his  estate  he  was 
richer  than  everl 

Mr  Fleetwood  went  North  in  time  for  the  twelfth, 
to  join  two  friends  with  whom  he  had  taken  a  modest 
shooting.  The  trio  stayed  at  an  inn,  and  enjoyed 
themselves  in  what  might  be  considered  marvellously 
economical  fashion.  But  though  they  certainly  ob- 
tained a  very  fair  amount  of  sport  for  a  reasonable 
outlay,  Mr  Fleetwood's  share  of  the  shooting  and  ex- 
penses represented  more  than  his  income  could  meet  in 
view  of  all  other  and  unavoidable  claims  upon  it— the 
house,  the  girls,  the  sons'  allowances  and  so  on.  He 
came  back  to  London  in  splendid  health  and  spirits, 
only  to  be  surprised  and  depressed  by  the  unpleasing 
discovery  that  his  banking  account  was  riously  over- 
dra\vn. 

He  sat  at  the  big  writing-table  in  the  smoking- 
room,  his  pass-book  and  the  bank-manager's  letter 
open  before  him ;  but  he  looked  out  of  the  window  with 
troubled  gaze  instead  of  at  the  words  and  figures  on 
the  pages.  What  a  curse  this  question  of  money  could 
be !  It  was  rather  rough  luck  after  thirty-five  years  of 
hard  work  to  come  home  and  find  one  couldn't  afford 
to  enjoy  oneself!  He  reviewed  the  past,  and  wondered 
rather  guiltily  if  he  had  always  spent  too  much  money 
on  himself?— on'  ^r  the  shooting  perhaps,  and  it 
had  not  seemed  much  at  the  time,  there  had  always 
been  the  pay  to  meet  expenses.  And  it  was  a  fact  that 
he  and  Emily  had  come  home  free  of  debt,  which  was 
more  than  could  be  said  for  many  retired  Anglo-Indians 
with  average  families,  who  had  lived  like  gentlefolk 
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and  not  disgraced  their  service  by  sordid  habits  and 
hospitality  that  was  obviously  udging,  if  they  enter- 
tained at  all.  He  remembered  with  grim  amusement  a 
certain  individual  whose  oJOficial  position  had  been 
equal  to  his  own;  throughout  his  service  the  beggar 
had  lived  like  a  plate-layer,  in  the  cheapest  houses  he 
could  find,  with  few  and  bad  servants,  scanty  and  re- 
volting meals,  his  wife  for  ever  haggling  over  coppers, 
his  children  in  the  charge  of  slovenly  ayahs  till  they 
could,  for  very  shame,  be  kept  out  in  the  country  no 
longer,  and  so  were  dispatched  to  relatives  at  home 
and  second-rate  day  schools.  These  people  had,  of 
course,  saved  money,  but  at  what  a  price! — and  now 
they  were  living  in  North  Kensington  broken  in  health, 
without  pleasures  or  friends,  still  screwing,  and  saving, 
and  bargaining,  because  now  they  had  got  their  money 
they  coiJd  not  endure  to  part  with  it,  even  to  be  com- 
fortable in  their  declining  years. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  came  into  the  room,  and  with  her 
Fanny  Bullen,  just  arrived  in  England,  six  months 
ahead  of  her  husband  whose  time  was  up  next  spring, 
to  prepare  a  home  in  or  near  London.  Naturally  she 
was  staying  with  the  Fleetwoods  till  she  went  on  a 
round  of  visits  to  relations  in  the  country  next  week. 
Mr  Fleetwood,  in  his  present  difficulty,  felt  thankful 
for  her  presence.  "  Old  Fanny  "  had  a  sound  business 
head.  He  and  Emily  might  do  worse  than  consult 
her  and  follow  her  advice.  Last  night  he  had  suggested 
this  course  to  his  wife,  who  gave  her  glad  acquiescence. 
And  now  they  were  <o  have  their  little  conference,  their 
"  panchyat  "  they  CiJled  it,  an ",  with  Fanny's  assist- 
ance, endeavour  to  make  practical  plans  for  the  future. 
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Mrs  Biillen's  dark  eyes  looked  sharper  than  ever  in 
her  thin,  sallow  face.  Her  wiry  figure  and  alert  bearing 
formed  a  complete  contrast  to  Mrs  Fleetwood's  com- 
placent indulgence  of  manner,  her  comfortable  plimip- 
ness  of  figure,  and  her  clear  blue  eyes  that  yet  were  not 
so  smiling  and  cloudless  as  of  old;  lines,  too,  lay  about 
her  sweet-tempered  mouth  that  were  new  to  Fanny 
Bullen.  It  was  evident  that  Emily  had  been  worrying, 
and  no  wonder,  thought  her  friend,  wher  she  was 
shown  the  pass-book  and  read  the  bank-manager's 
letter. 

"  Of  course,"  she  said  intimately,  "  things  wouldn't 
have  been  as  bad  as  this  if  Walter  had  behaved  him- 
self. What  you've  had  to  pay  up  for  him  doesn't 
reduce  your  income  so  very  materially,  but  it  means 
you  have  practically  no  surplus  to  fall  back  upon 
now;  very  little  to  spend  on  settling  down  per- 
manently." 

Blank  silence  fell  upon  the  Fleetwoods,  who  could 
not  contradict  the  statement  because  they  perceived 
it  to  be  true. 

"Now,  just  face  it,"  continued  their  adviser. 
"  There's  your  pension,  of  course,  minus  deductions  and 
income-tax.  But  what  will  you  have  left  in  the  way 
of  savings  or  private  means  after  clearing  Walter  and 
meeting  the  over-draft  at  the  bank?  " 

Mr  Fleetwood  made  calculations  on  a  dean  piece  of 
crested  notepaper. 

"  Why  didn't  you  use  that  half  sheet?  "  cried 
Fanny. 

"  Good  gracious,  what  can  a  sheet  of  notepaper 
matter  when  one's  almost  in  the  workhouse?  " 
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Mrs  Bullen  allowed  this  argument  to  pass.  "  Well  ?  " 
she  said  presently. 

"  Roughly  speaking,  vn  should  have  about  five 
hundred  pounds."  He  threw  down  the  pen  and 
leaned  back  in  the  revolving  chair,  a  picture  of  de- 
spondency. 

"  Then  by  the  time  you  have  set  yourselves  up  in  a 
house  there  won't  be  much  left  but  the  pension — " 

She  looked  at  Mrs  Fleetwood,  who  proposed  going 
abroad  and  not  settling  anywhere  just  yet. 

Mr  Fleetwood  left  his  chair  to  stroll  moodily  about 
the  room.   < 

"  You're  a  large  party  to  go  to  hotels  abroad," 
said  Mrs  Bullen,  cautiously.  "  You'd  find  it  expensive, 
I'm  afraid." 

"Oh!  I  refuse  to  go  abroad!"  Mr  Fleetwood 
spoke  with  impatience.  "  Now  we  are  in  England 
we'd  better  stay  here.  The  question  is  where  and  how 
we  are  to  settle?  I  suppose  we  must  make  up  our 
minds  to  a  small  house,  wherever  it  is." 

"  We  must  reduce  the  bo}^'  allowances,"  said  Mrs 
Fleetwood  with  a  helpless  sigh. 

"  Why  should  you  give  them  allowances  at  all?  " 
Mrs  Bullen  demanded  almost  fiercely,  "  when  you'll 
find  it  difficult  enough  to  live  yourselves  except  in  a  way 
you'll  all  hate!  Walter  must  go  into  the  Garrison 
Artillery  and  Georgie  into  the  Commissariat." 

"  Even  then  they'd  want  a  little  help  till  they're 
more  senior.  I  shouldn't  like  to  dock  them  alto- 
gether," said  Mr  Fleetwood,  wistfully.  "  I'd  sooner 
give  up  other  things.  Emily  and  I  don't  w  nt 
amusements  at  our  age,"  he  added   with  a  laugh  tnat 
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was  not  quite  natural,  "  we  only  want  food  and 
wannth! " 

"The  girls  want  amusement;  you  can't  content 
three  grown-up  girls  with  food  and  warmth!  " 

"  Well,  I  must  get  something  to  do — why  not?  " 

"  What  is  there  for  a  man  like  you?  "  argued  Mrs 
Bullen,  without  mercy.  "  You  didn't  retire  with  a  title 
or  decorations.  You'd  be  no  good  on  companies.  At 
anyrate,  for  Heaven's  sake  don't  put  your  remaining 
cash  into  any  rotten  scheme  for  the  sake  of  a  director- 
ship. Very  few  Anglo-Indians  understand  business, 
and  so  many  of  them  get  let  in.  That's  the  worst  of 
the  Indian  Civil  Service — it's  all  very  well  as  long  as 
you're  in  it.  you  get  better  paid  than  other  services  to 
work  hard  in  exUe  and  in  a  trying  climate,  and  to  re- 
present the  Crown  wherever  you  are,  but  once  out  of 
it,  though  you  may  have  years  of  work  and  energy  left 
in  you,  what  remains  for  the  ordinary  man  but  to 
settle  down  to  dull  idleness?  An  engineer,  a  doctor, 
a  parson,  or  even  a  soldier  has  more  chance  of  employ- 
ment when  he  comes  home,  but  then  he  hasn't  been 
treated  so  well  financially  out  there." 

"Yes,  look  at  the  Taylors,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood, 
much  interested;  "  at  Pahar  Tal  I  remember  they  were 
rather  in  the  background,and  now  here  they  are  at  home, 
with  a  small  pension  it's  true,  but  on  the  other  hand 
with  an  excellent  appointmciit  in  some  firm — ever  so 
much  better  off  than  we  are!  Mr  Taylor  was  an 
eigineer— just  what  you  say,  Fanny.  How  clever  you 
are!" 

"  Shall  I  write  a  book?  "  suggested  Mr  Fleetwood 
in  cynical  spirit.    "  '  Crams  by  a  Commissioner ;  or 
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the  way  to  govern  India,  by  John  Fleetwood,  Bengal 
Civil  Service,  retired.'    Anything  you  like." 

"  Yes,  I  know  the  kind  of  thing,"  said  Mrs  Bullen 
"  Twelve  and  sixpence  net,  illustrated  with  photo 
graphs  ♦'  at  haven't  much  to  do  with  the  letterpress. 
Long,  laudatory  reviews  in  The  Times,  The  Morning 
Post,  The  Spectator,  and  so  on.  Then  a  row  with  the 
publisher  because  you  only  make  seven  pounds,  if  he 
doesn't  say  he  has  lost  over  it  heavily.  I  know  I  My 
brother  wrote  a  book  when  b  came  home  from 
India." 

"  I  remember  it,"  said  Mr  Fleetwood,  not  without 
malicious  emphasis. 

Mrs  Bullen  laughed.  "Well,  dear  John,  I  don't 
suppose  yours  would  be  any  better  or  more  successful. 
At  anyrate  writing  a  book  would  give  you  somethmg 
to  do.    Try  a  History  of  India!  " 

Here  Mrs  Fleetwood  interrupted  plaintively :  "  But 
what  are  we  going  to  do?  and  where  are  we  to  live? 
We've  only  got  this  house  tUl  the  end  oi  the  month, 
and  then  we  are  homeless." 

"  Can't  you  take  it  on  for  a  little  while  longer?  " 

"  No,  and  even  if  we  could  it's  rather  expensive 
perhaps— eight  guineas  a  week?  " 

"That's  at  the  rate  of  four  hundred  a  year!  Of 
course  it's  too  expensive.  Look  here,  Emily  and  John, 
you  must  make  up  year  minds  to  settle  at  Ealing,  or 
one  of  those  places  wheio  .\ngl0-Indian3  most  do  con- 
gregate— for  a  common  ree^son  that  they're  cheap  to 
live  in  and  close  to  London.  Many  people  consider 
Ealing  is  London." 

"  Oh!  but  surely  the  depths  of  the  country,  some- 
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wftire  in  Wales,  or  Cornwall,  would  be  nicer  and 
cheo  erl  "  wailed  Mrs  Fleetwood. 

"  What  would  the  girls  do  is.  the  depths  of  Wales 
or  Cornwall?  And  how  would  you  finf  h  Fay's  educa- 
tion? She  hasn't  overmuch  to  boast  ^f  as  it  is,  poor 
child.  Living  within  reach  of  London,  the  giris  would 
have  the  advantage  of  seemg  their  friends,  John  would 
still  have  his  Qub,  and  Ealing,  or  say  Norbledon  if  you 
like,  aren't  8,t  all  bad  places.  Plenty  of  young  people, 
and  you'd  know  half  the  inhabitants.  We  are  thinking 
of  Norbledon  for  ourselves." 

"  Oh!  if  you  were  going  to  be  there,  Fanny—"  said 
Mrs  Fleetwood,  hopefully. 

"  I  think  it's  more  than  probable.  The  boys  like 
to  be  near  London  when  they  come  home  We  might 
house-hunt  together." 

Mrs  Bullen  determined  she  would  preserve  her  old 
friends  from  fiuther  disaster  if  possible.  Left  to  them- 
selves they  would  prcbabiy  take  a  house  much  too 
large  for  them,  one  th^t  would  require  more  servants 
thw  they  could  afford  to  keep,  and  the  remaining  nest- 
egg  might  quickly  disappear. 

"  You  must  remember,"  she  codded,  "  that  after  the 
twirls  are  dressed  and  paid  for,  and  what  you  decide  to 
allow  those  wretched  boys  is  deducted,  you  won't 
have  many  hundreds  a  year  left  to  live  upon.  Every- 
thing costs  a  good  deal  of  money  at  home,  wherever 
you  livel  Yon  must  have  a  margin,  toe,  for  illness, 
and  journeys,  and  unexpected  eme  jencies." 

All  this  time  Mr  Fleetwood  was  silent.  He  had 
returned  to  his  chair  aud  was  making  xratches  on 
another  clean  piece  of  writing-paper.    Fanny  Bullen 


:  I 


1 86 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


longed  to  grab  the  pen  from  his  hand;  at  the  same  time 
her  heart  ached  for  the  man.  She  knew  his  tempera- 
ment so  well — always  kind  yet  quick-tempered,  gener- 
ous yet  thoughtless  over  ways  and  means,  unselfish  at 
heart  yet  lacking  initiative;  a  faithful  husband,  an 
affectionate  father,  sincere  and  honourable — a  gentle- 
man if  there  ever  was  one — and  she  guessed  that  her 
ruthless  exposure  of  his  financial  position,  far  from 
arousing  his  resentment,  only  awoke  in  him  a  sense  of 
self-reproach  and  a  keener  recognition  of  his  responsi- 
bilities towards  his  family.  Secretly  Fanny  blamed 
Emily,  wt^ose  indulgence  of  her  love  of  hospitality  had 
been  just  as  reprehensible  as  her  husband's  indulgence 
of  his  passion  for  sport.  Between  *hem  over  their 
respective  hobbies  they  had  spent  money  that  would 
hai.'e  made  them  comfortable  enough  at  home,  might 
have  rendered  possible  the  place  in  the  country  with  a 
couple  of  horses  and  a  little  rough  shooting.  Giving 
their  children  all  that  those  children  wanted,  they  had 
yet  gone  without  nothing  that  they  wanted  themselves. 
Naturally  Walter  had  got  into  difficulties,  when  loney 
had  seemed  of  no  particular  account  at  ho  ne ;  Le  was  a 
"  scatter-brain  "  though  a  good  enough  vouth  at  heart. 
His  letter  home  about  his  follies  had  moved  even  herself, 
Fanny  Bullen,  to  tears  by  its  genuine  distress  and  re- 
pentance! She  had  no  fear  that  he  would  repeat  his 
indiscretions.  Georgie,  on  the  other  hand,  had  always 
been  steady,  but  he  took  his  allowance  as  a  right,  and 
of  course  would  continue  to  do  so  as  long  as  his  father 
gave  it  to  h'm  without  lull  explanations.  In  the  mean- 
time the  Fleetwoods  must  be  induced  to  settle  as  though 
the  allowances  were  still  to  be  paid,  and  the  margin, 
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when  the  allowances  ceased  or  were  reduced  would 
prove  of  incalculable  benefit  to  the  establishment  at 
Ealing,  or  Norbledon,  or  v  herever  it  might  be 
set  up. 

Scratch,  scratch,  went  Mr  Fleetwood's  pen,  aim- 
lessly, over  the  paper,  making  circles  and  dots  and 
hierogl)rphics.  His  simple,  generous  mind  wns  busy 
with  the  problem  of  the  future.  His  main  thought  was 
that  Emily  and  the  girls  must  be  considered  first. 
Plainly,  he  could  see,  Fanny  Bullen  v/as  right,  good, 
tiresome  soul!  He  felt  incensed  w  i  himself  for  not 
having  looked  ahead  before.  It  was  entirely  his  fault 
—this  humiliating  situation.  From  the  first  he  ought 
to  have  realized  that  earned  income  was  a  totally  differ- 
ent matter  from  income  that  was  derived  from  capital, 
instead  of  which,  as  long  as  money  was  forthcoming 
at  the  moment,  it  had  been  spent.  They  had  lived 
regardless  of  the  future.  It  was  all  a  case  of  careless- 
ness, of  lu:k  of  forethought,  not  of  blameworthy  inten- 
tion, for  never  had  they  defrauded  anyone  but  them- 
selves, always  had  they  paid  their  debts — but  un- 
doubtedly they  had  enjoyed  life  as  well! — at  anyrate 
thirty  years  of  pleasant  existence  lay  behind  them  with 
no  Veal  evil  in  it  save  blindness  to  future  needs. 

Stoutly  the  man  determined  that  on  himself  he 
would  spend  nothing  but  what  was  reasonable  and 
necessary.  He  would  keep  his  Club  subscription  (he 
must  have  something)  and  a  small  siun  for  clothes  and 
pocket-money.  The  rest  should  be  for  Emily  and  the 
children.  Sport  he  would  think  of  no  longer,  it  must 
be  a  dream  of  the  past;  and  he  fully  concurred  in 
Fanny  Bullen's  scheme  of  settling  in  a  suburb— where 
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at  least  he  would  have  no  temptations  to  spend  money 
on  shooting;  dogs,  a  keeper,  pheasants'  eggs  and  food, 
the  laying  down  of  birds  might  all  be  pitfalls  in  the 
country.  He  would  endeavour,  late  as  it  was,  to  make 
up  for  the  heedlessness  of  past  years.  There  should 
be  no  grousing,  no  brooding;  somehow  he  would  occupy 
himself,  find  interest  in  a  hfe  shorn  though  it  must  be 
for  him  of  its  two  main  pleasures — work  and  sport. 

He  threw  down  the  pen  and  turned  to  the  women. 
His  face  was  composed,  his  manner  perhaps  a  little 
authoritative,  but  his  hhie  eyes  were  very  tender  as  he 
looked  at  Emily  who  sat,  dejected  and  tearful.  The 
day  when  first  he  met  her  came  back  to  him — ^what  a 
sweet  little  girl  she  had  been,  so  gay  and  kindly,  and 
warm-hearted.  She  had  never  changed  in  nature, 
though  the  slim  waist  had  disappeared,  the  soft,  abund- 
ant hair  was  grey,  the  oval  face  had  lost  its  pretty 
contour — there  was  no  denying  that  Emily  had  a 
double  chin.  Yet  he  loved  her  just  as  much  as  when 
they  were  bride  and  bridegroom  so  many  years  ago — 
if  anything  his  affection  was  deeper;  and  he  knew  that 
it  was  the  same  with  her  towards  himself. 

"  Fanny's  perfectly  right,"  he  said  rather  abruptly. 
"  We  must  consider  the  girls,  and  it's  plain  we  haven't 
enough  money  to  give  them  a  good  time  in  the  coimtry, 
or  to  settle  down  in  London  in  the  way  we've  always 
been  accustomed  to  live.  We'll  do  the  best  we  can 
in  the  suburbs.  Now— what  about  Norbledon?  "  he 
concluded,  in  business-like  fashion.  "  Someone  said 
it  was  the  only  possible  place  of  the  kind?  " 

"  That  must  have  been  Sir  George  Palmer,"  said 
Mrs  Bullen,  "  but  they  have  a  laige  house  with  beautiful 
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grounds — ^both  of  them  had  considerable  private  means, 
which  makes  all  the  difference.  Still,  Norbledon  is 
very  nice  — they  say  it's  as  high  as  the  top  of  St 
Paul's." 

"  Oh.  how  cold! "  shivered  Mrs  Fleetwood  at  the 
bare  notion,  in  spite  of  the  mellow  autumn  atmosphere. 

"  Bracing,"  corrected  her  friend,  severely.  Really, 
it  was  exasperating  of  Emily  to  suggest  drawbacks  when 
John  was  "  playing  up  "  so  bravely.  "  I  am  very 
much  in  favour  of  Norbledon  myself,"  she  continued 
loftily.  "  Suppose  we  make  investigations.  Lots  of 
old  Anglo-Indians  have  settled  there,  and  there's  golf, 
and  it's  so  easy  to  get  into  London — " 

"  I  went  to  see  the  Crofts  one  day  early  this  summer," 
said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  a  little  less  mournfully.  "  They 
have  settled  at  Norbledon.  The  roads  looked  very  pretty 
with  trees  all  along  them,  and  lilac  and  laburnum  in  the 
gardens.  I  remember  thinking  I  shouldn't  so  much  mind 
living  there.  The  Crofts  have  such  a  nice  kitchen  and 
larder,  and  they  said  the  shops  were  excellent.  But  Mary 
Croft  was  rather  cross,  because  she  said  it  seemed  to 
depend  so  much  on  where  you  lived  whether  people 
took  any  notice  of  you." 

Mr  Fleetwood  sputtered  with  indignation.  "A 
lot  of  snobs!  "  he  said.  "  Look  here.  Emily,  let's  go 
down  to  Norbledon  to-morrow.  Fanny,  you  come 
too,  and  we'll  house-hunt.  If  we  find  anything  to 
suit  us  we'll  take  it  and  be  damned  to  the  situation. 
What  we  want  is  room,  not  locality  or  people. 
The  girls  have  their  own  friends  in  London,  so  have 
we." 

"  Now,  John  dear,  don't  be  cross,"  said  Mrs  Fleet- 
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wood.  "  I  was  only  repeating  what  Mrs  Croft  said, 
and  you  know  what  she  is.  She  likes  to  be  first  every- 
where." 

"  Well,  let  her."  Then  John  Fleetwood  went  into 
the  question  of  pounds,  shillings  and  pence  with  his 
wife  and  Mrs  Bullen,  displaying  an  luiexpected  grasp 
of  what  money  could  and  could  not  do  domestically, 
listening  to  details  of  housekeeping  which  he  had  never 
known  to  exist  till  this  moment.  He  considered  trifles, 
made  estimates,  till  rent  a.id  wages,  food  and  washing, 
coal  and  lighting,  sundries  and  etceteras  were  all  entered 
under  separate  headings,  reduced  or  expanded,  with 
margins  for  emergencies  and  the  unexpected,  till  the 
budget  was  scheduled  like  an  official  estimate,  and 
tucked  away  into  Mr  Fleetwood's  pocket-book  for 
reference  on  the  exploratory  expedition  arranged  for 
the  following  day. 

It  was  felt,  tacitly,  by  aU  three  to  be  just  as  well 
that  Marion  and  Isabel  were  away  from  home  for  a 
few  days  at  this  juncture.  "  I  wonder  how  they'll 
take  it?  "  said  their  mother,  feeling  rather  like  a 
conspirator. 

"  They  will  see  the  sense  of  it — they're  no  fools," 
was  their  father's  (pinion.  "  We  will  put  things  before 
them  without  reserve  when  they  come  home." 

"  I  should,  certainly,"  said  Mrs  Bullen.  "  It  would 
be  only  fair." 

Mrs  Bullen  rose  with  a  feeling  of  comfortable  satis- 
faction in  her  heart.  "  Now  I  must  be  off  to  the  Stores," 
she  said  in  a  matter-of-fact  voice.  "  Are  you  coming 
too,  EmUy?  " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  glanced  tentatively  at  her  husband. 
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"  No,  I  don't  think  I  will — ^this  morning.    I  don't  want 
anything." 

She  glanced  furtively  towards  the  door.  Fanny 
understood — ^Emily  wanted  to  be  left  alone  with  John! 
She  put  on  her  gloves  (useful  dog-skin  gloves  bought 
at  the  Stores  before  she  went  out  to  India  last  time) 
and  took  her  departure  briskly.  She  wondered,  as  she 
waited  in  the  street  for  an  omnibus,  what  was  passing 
between  her  old  friends.  Could  she  have  spied  upon 
them  she  would  have  seen  nothing  very  much — only 
Emily  got  up  and  John  got  up,  and  they  kissed  each 
other  with  all  the  love  and  confidence  that  could  exist 
between  two  people  who  were  sound  in  heart  and  morals, 
who  had  lived  together  without  a  serious  cloud  in  their 
affection  for  thirty  years. 

Even  during  the  trying  day  they  spent  with  Fanny 
Bullen  on  the  morrow,  house-hunting  at  Norbledon, 
they  did  not  wrangle  or  snap  at  each  other  as  really 
might  have  been  natural  imder  the  circiunstances. 
The  house-agent,  they  all  felt,  was  a  provoking  person. 
He  had  fat  cheeks,  a  snub  nose,  and  a  harsh,  prominent 
moustache  that  gave  him  the  appearance  of  a  walrus. 
The  moment  he  discovered  that  his  clients  were  Anglo- 
Indians  he  offered  them  a  house  called  "  The  Howdah," 
which  nearly  had  the  effect  of  driving  Mr  Fleetwood 
from  the  ofiice  without  another  word.  He  only  re- 
tained his  self-control  because  the  next  house  on  the 
list  was  named  "Combe  Down."  It  struck  him  as 
being  so  ludicrously  appropriate  I 

" '  Combe  Down,'  Emily,"  he  said,  and  laughed  with 
real  amusement,  "  that's  the  house  we  ought  to  take. 
It  exactly  describes  our  position." 
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"  If  the  house  suited  us  we  could  change  the  name?  " 
Mrs  Fleetwood  suggested.    Her  sense  of  humour  was  not 

very  strong.  ,    »,•    ui 

"Certainly  not!"  replied  her  husband,  his  blue 
eyes  twinkling.    "  It  would  make  up  for  a  lot!  " 


CHAPTER  XIII 


FAY  FLEETWOOD,  alone  in  the  dining-room  ot 
Combe  Down,  sat  by  the  fire  that  burned  in 
a  very  modem  grate  designed  to  give  the  greatest  heat 
with  the  least  possible  consumption  of  fuel.  It  was  the 
Fleetwoods'  second  winter  m  Norbledon,  and  they  had 
learned  that  it  saved  a  great  deal  of  coal  not  to  have 
fires  burning  in  all  three  sitting-rooms  from  morning 
till  night.  Further  than  thb  it  "  saved  the  servants  " 
— ^that  insecure  foundation  on  which  rested  the  family 
contentment,  a  foimdation  that  so  often  gave  way,  that 
indeed  proved  itself  a  sort  of  sliding  bog.  When  ser- 
vants stayed  they  were  usually  incompetent;  when 
they  knew  their  work  and  did  it  they  either  had  iUnesses, 
or  did  not  like  something  connected  with  the  situation 
and  gave  notice.  They  came  and  went,  principally 
went,  as  Marion  said;  and  at  this  moment  Fay  was 
studying  a  cookery  book  because  the  cook  had  departed 
that  morning  m  a  passion,  for  the  reason  that  "  there 
was  too  many  fiddling  things  to  do  in  this  house." 
She  mentioned  various  duties  she  had  cheerfully  agreed 
to  undertake  when  engaged  by  Mrs  Fleetwood  a  month 

ago. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  was  in  London  this  afternoon  "  cook- 
hunting."    Meantime  a  person  of  the  char  persuasion 
was  conversing  diffusely  in  the  kitchen,  and  lighting 
on  iniquities  in  every  hole  and  comer  that  had  been 
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perpetrated  by  the  deserter.  Marion  and  Isabel  were 
vdth  friends  at  Prince's  skating  rink  for  the  afternoon; 
and  Mr  Fleetwood  had  fled  at  once  to  the  Club  when  the 
kitchen  disturbance  arose,  agreeing,  for  his  own  as  well 
as  for  the  household  convenience,  to  spend  the  day 

"We  shall  be  able  to  manage  dinner  all  right  if  I 
can  get  Mrs  Hikkup."  his  wife  told  him,  "  but  you  had 
better  have  an  extra  good  luncheon  in  case  of  accidents. 
And  don't  come  home  too  late,  dear."  she  added 
anxiously;  "  your  cough  seems  so  bad." 

She  v/atched  him  with  wistful  eyes  from  the  dmmg- 
room  window  as  he  set  out  for  the  station,  and  noticed, 
not  for  the  first  cime.  that  his  shoulders,  always  a  little 
bent  had  now  a  definite  stoop,  that  his  face  was  thmner, 
rather  weary,  though  his  smile  was  just  as  cheerful  and 
his  spirits  did  not  seem  to  flag.  But  in  her  heart  she 
knew  that  the  rust  of  inaction  and  restraint  was  weanng 
mto  his  soul,  deadening  his  mind,  telling  on  his  bodily 
health.  At  the  end  of  the  road  he  turned  and  waved 
to  her.  Energetically  she  waved  to  him  again,  thankful 
that  he  could  not  see  the  tears  filling  her  eyes. 

Later  she  sent  Fay  to  commandeer  Mrs  Hu.Kup. 
The  name  had  long  since  ceased  to  amuse  the  family, 
for  the  owner's  presence  in  the  kitchen  at  Combe  Down 
betokened  domestic  upheaval.  Fay  had  offered,  m  her 
mother's  absence,  to  confer  with  Mrs  Hikkup  on  the 
subject  of  dinner  that  night,  and  more  or  less  to  tell  her 

how  to  cook  it. 

••  I  can  do  anything  I  am  told."  she  would  say  with 
colossal  confidence,  though  the  statement  was  quite 
untrue.    However,  thank  goodness,  there  she  was- 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


195 


an  honest,  good-natured  body,  entirely  without  a  sense 
of  method,  but  able  to  roast  and  boU,  if  she  couid  do 
nothing  else. 

This  afternoon  Fay  had  been  helping  her  to  prepare 
a  savou-  y,  had  also  been  tid3dng  cupboards,  and  noting 
with  despair  how  much  was  missing  or  broken.  There 
seemed  so  few  saucepans,  and  those  that  remained 
were  minus  their  lids.  Saucepan  lids  always  disappeared 
at  once,  and  what  became  of  them  was  a  mj^tery  that 
quite  interested  Fay.  She  imagined  there  must  be 
some  obscure  and  remote  region  where  saucepan  lids 
retired  to  die,  as  in  the  case  of  elephants — a  place  that 
had  never  yet  been  discovered.  Milk  jugs,  too,  were 
scarce,  everything  in  the  wav  of  crockery  was  badly 
chipped  or  cracked.  A  new  dinner-service  was  an 
absolute  necessity. 

Fay  sighed  as  she  sat  by  the  dining-room  fire  and 
turned  over  the  pages  of  the  cookery  book,  which,  like 
books  on  gardening,  omitted  all  details  that  would  be 
most  useful  to  one  ignorant  of  the  art.  "  Take  a  cupful 
of  cream — a  cupful  of  bread  crumbs — a  cupful  of  this, 
that,  and  the  other."  What  cup?  A  coffee,  breakfast 
or  tea  cup? — ^and  -f  what  use  in  a  small  household  were 
recipes  that  bade  the  cook  "  take  "  a  pound  of  good 
puff  paste,  or  a  gill  of  good  white  sauce  as  part  of  some 
dish?— two  things  notoriously  difficult  to  achieve.  It 
was  not  as  if  you  could  buy  good  white  sauce  and  puff 
paste  as  you  would  sugar  and  flour — or  even  "  take  " 
them  dishonestly  1 

She  threw  down  the  book,  and  leaned  back  in  her 
chair.  Outside  it  was  foggy,  bitterly  cold,  dark  and 
raw.    People  stumped  along  the  pavement  as  though 
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their  feet  and  boots  were  made  of  wood.  The  opposite 
houses  were  barely  visible  in  the  gloom,  and  yet  it  was 
only  four  o'clock.  In  India  now  there  was  brilliant 
sunshine,  everybody  was  out  of  doors  in  the  light  and  air 
and  warmth.  In  India  nobody  had  to  thinV  of  sittmg 
in  the  dining-room  to  save  fires  in  other  rooms.  There 
were  no  Mrs  Hikkups,  or  violent  cooks,  or  unwiUmg 
parlourmaids.  Fay  realized  that  in  recalling  all  the 
joys  of  Ufe  in  India  she  was  liable  to  forget  the  draw- 
backs, yet,  if  the  situation  were  reversed,  she  felt  sure 
the  worries  of  vjxistence  in  England  would  remain  in 
her  mind  to  the  exclusion  of  all  other  recollections. 
There  were  no  nice  things  to  be  rememberd— speaking 
from  her  own  experience. 

This  last  year  had  been  a  species  of  nightmare  to 
Fay— the  winter  so  cold,  so  cheerless,  so  unsetUed. 
Her  mother  harassed  by  housekeeping  difficulties  that 
were  so  new  to  the  poor  lady.    The  ending  of  Isabel's 
engagement  to  Captain  Mickleham.  who  had  behaved 
abominably  and  married  Miss  Van  Bart.    Manon  and 
Isabel  snatching  at  every  straw  of  gaiety  that  floated 
within  their  reach.    Her  father  quiet,  resigned— yet  no 
martyr.    Fay  knew  that  he  was  too  "  game  "  to  repme. 
Then  the  spring,  windy  and  wet  and  callous,  when  every- 
body seemed  out  of  sorts  and  small  ailments  were  rife, 
chills,  indigestion.  Uver  attacks.    At  least  in  India, 
thought  Fay,  with  savage  impatience,  people  were 
either  quite  well  or  dead!    The  summer  had  been 
pleasanter,  but  even  so  it  was  what  is  called  "  no 
summer"— constant  ram,  unseasonable  temperature, 
the  hay  spoUt,  the  fruit  crop  ruined,  the  harvest  a  failure, 
grumbling  everywhere.    Autumn  she  enjoyed;    they 
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managed  to  let  the  house  for  a  month  by  a  lucky  chance, 
and  all  went  away  with  the  Bullens  to  Cornwall,  to  a 
little  place  where  clothes  did  not  matter,  and  there  was 
deep-sea  fishing  and  a  colony  of  friendly  people,  who 
attracted  the  couten.pt  and  dension  of  Marion  and 
Isabel.  Now  here  was  the  winter  again,  the  horrible, 
dark,  devastating  winter,  when  misfortune  seemed 
to  collect  in  clouds,  and  illness  was  not  to  be  resisted, 
and  one  could  almost  wish  to  be  bedridden  in  order  to 
:,2cure  warmth  and  peace. 

Fay  rose  and  went  to  the  window.  The  dining- 
room  was  in  the  front  of  the  house,  and  she  gazed  with 
disgust  at  the  little  patch  of  garden  with  iron  railiiigs 
and  sodden,  empty  flower-beds,  and  a  few  dismal 
shrubs.  How  cold  the  people  looked  who  hurried  along 
the  asphalt  pavement!  The  fog  was  deepening,  frost 
prevented  it  rising — ^black,  cruel,  invisible  frost. 
Shadowy  figures  passed  and  re-passed,  footsteps  beat 
in  monotonous  repetition;  sometimes  there  was  silence 
for  the  space  of  a  minute  or  more,  and  then  stamp, 
stamp  again,  at  the  end  of  the  road,  growing  louder 
till  it  passed  the  house,  echoing  away  faintly  into  the 
fog.  Fay  found  herself  counting  the  paces  that  were 
passing  now,  rather  long,  leisurely  paces  that  paused 
once  or  twice,  then  to  her  surprise  stopped  at  the  iron 
gate  of  Combe  Down,  a  gate  that  made  an  excruciating 
noise  when  it  was  opened  or  shut.  The  familiar  screech 
set  Fay's  teeth  on  edge  as  usual,  and  also  gave  her  the 
disturbing  intelligence  that  a  visitor  was  imminent. 
The  man's  figure  that  passed  through  the  gate  was  not 
that  of  her  father;  so  much  was  obvious  despite  the 
gloom  and  mist. 
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Two  minutes  later  Captain  Somerton  was  announced, 
not,  providentially,  by  Mrs  Hikkup,  who  had  a  habit 
of  rushing  to  the  front  door  whenever  the  bell  sounded, 
but  by  the  fairly  presentable  parlourmaid  just  now 
"  obliging  "  Mrs  Fleetwood.  He  came  into  the  room, 
and  stood,  uncertain,  for  a  moment.  The  flickering 
firelight  was  rather  confusing,  and  the  fog  had  crept 
inside,  blurring  all  outlines.  He  made  out  a  girl's 
figure  standing  before  him,  a  slim,  serious  cre;*ture  in  a 
black  gown,  whose  grey  eyes  contrasted  curiously  with 
her  dark  hair  and  thick  black  lashes.  He  hesitated. 
This  was  neither  of  the  two  Miss  Fleetwoods  he  had 
known  at  Pahar  Tal?  Then  all  at  once  he  realized 
that  she  must  be  the  youngest  one,  grown  up— grown 
up,  too,  into  all  she  had  promised  to  be  when  last  he 
saw  her  with  her  hair  down  her  back,  and  a  babyish 
white  hat  on  her  head  1— grown  up  graceful  and  irterest- 
ing  and  undeniably  attractive;  still  a  little  aloof,  but 
the  touch  of  defensiveness  he  remembered  had  de- 
veloped into  a  pretty  dignity.  She  held  out  a  small, 
cool  hand,  supple  and  soft. 

"  Oh  I  how  nice  to  see  you!  We  didn't  know  you 
were  at  home,"  she  said;  and  added  hungrily,  "  Have 
you  come  straight  from  India?  " 

"  Not  quite.  I  had  to  come  home  unexpectedly. 
My  brother  died.  Directly  I  arrived  I  went  to  my  sister- 
in-law,  and  I've  been  there  ever  since— for  the  last 

She  observed  then  that  he  wore  very  dark  clothes 
and  a  black  tie.    "  I  am  so  sorry  1 "  she  murmured. 

"  There  was  an  awful  lot  to  settle  up  and  see  to," 
he  went  on.    "  I'm  in  London  on  business  now,  and  I 
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must  go  back  to  the  country  to-morrow  till  just  before 
1  sail  again.    I  could  only  get  three  months'  leave." 

She  mdicated  one  of  the  arm-chairs  on  either  side 
of  the  fireplace.  "Do  sit  down.  You  -^on't  mind 
being  in  the  dining-room?  The  fire  isn't  lignted  in  the 
drawing-room  yet.  Everybody  is  out  except  me,  but 
some  of  them  ought  to  be  back  soon." 

"  Where  are  you  going  to  sit?  " 

"  Here— my  favourite  seat."  She  pointed  to  a  fat 
round  stool  on  the  floor  by  the  fender;  then  rang  the 
bell  and  bade  the  parlourmaid  draw  the  curtains  and 

bring  tea. 

"  How  did  you  know  where  to  find  us?  "  she  mquu-ed. 

"  I  met  Mrs  Taylor  in  Victoria  Street  this  morning. 
She  gave  me  the  address.  I  hadn't  seen  her  smce  I  was 
at  Pahar  Tal  with  the  Rajah,  but  we  recognized  each 
other  at  once.  People  who  have  lived  in  India  seem 
to  change  very  little,  I  always  think  I  " 

He  did  not  add  that  Mrs  Taylor's  rather  dubious 
description  of  the  Fleetwoods'  circumstances  had 
decided  him  to  call  on  them  at  once,  though  it  would 
take  a  whole  afternoon  and  his  time  in  London  was 
limited.  He  had  not  forgotten  their  kindness  and 
hospitality,  their  friendly  interest  in  his  work  with  the 
young  Rajah,  and  because,  according  to  Mrs  Taylor, 
they  had  "  subsided  into  a  suburb  "  and  were  "  having 
a  loathsome  time,"  he  felt  far  more  impelled  to  seek 
them  out  than  if  they  had  been  living  in  the  same 
prosperous  manner  as  when  he  had  known  them  in 
India. 

She  looked  into  the  fire  and  her  grey  eyes  grew 
gloomy.    "You  would  think  mother  and  dad  were 
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altered."  she  said,  "especially  dad.  He  hates  this 
life."  she  went  on  in  an  involuntary  outburst  of  bitter- 
ness, "  he  hates  it  as  much  as  I  do.  only  he  is  old  and  it 
will  kill  him,  and  I  am  young  so  I  shall  iurvive  it,  I 
suppose! " 

The  senile  of  awkwardness  that  assails  most  English- 
men of  the  t3rpe  of  Clive  Somerton  when  confronted 
with  any  emotion  fell  upon  Fay's  companion  now  and 
sealec'  his  lips.  Moreover,  confidences  always  embar- 
rass ^  served  person,  however  sympathetically  in- 
clined. Somerton  was  convinced  that  any  words  he 
might  bring,  himself  to  utter  at  this  moment  would 
sound  hopelessly  banal  if  not  ridiculous.  Sorry  as  he 
was  for  the  girl,  he  wished  she  had  spoken  less  frankly. 
After  all,  he  had  not  been  a  very  intimate  friend  of  the 
Fleetwoods.  There  were  lots  of  people  in  India  he 
knew  far  better,  yet  he  was  aware  that  in  some  un- 
accountable way  the  thought  of  this  family  had  never 
been  very  far  from  his  mind.  He  began  to  search  bis 
mind  for  the  reason,  then  interrupted  himself,  for  Fay 
si  111  sat  gaziitg  moodily  into  the  fire,  and  it  behoved 
liim  to  make  some  acknowledgment  of  what  she  had 
iaid  to  him. 

"  Yon  don't  like  being  at  home,  then?  "  he  asked 
lamely  and  with  an  effort. 

"  How  couid  anybody  like  it  '-vho  lived  as  we  did  in 
India,  and  who  have  to  live  as  we  do  at  home?  " 

She  turned  her  head  and  looked  at  him  earnestly. 
Crouched  there  on  the  stool  in  the  glow  of  the  firelight, 
her  grey  eyes  in  strong  relief  below  the  black  brows 
and  soft  cloud  of  hair,  he  thought  she  resembled  a 
pastel  sketch,  delicately  tinted,  as  if  rough  Handling 
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would  instantly  blur  and  destroy  the  effect.  Again 
he  recalled  Mrs  Taylor's  tattle.  Doubtless  the  Fleet- 
woods had  means  sufficient  to  keep  them  in  ordinary 
physical  comfort,  but,  by  Jove !  there  could  be  precious 
little  margin  for  pleasure  or  luxury! 

"  And  how  about  your  sisters? "  he  asked  tentatively, 
feeling  curious  to  hear  how  these  two  superior  young 
people  accepted  such  conditions. 

"Oh!  they  grumble,"  said  Fay,  with  an  affection- 
ate laugh,  "  but  on  the  whole  I  don't  think  they 
have  such  a  bad  time.  People  are  very  nice  to  them, 
and  they  go  about  a  good  deal,  and  they  have  a  rich 
friend." 

She  meant  Mrs  de  Wick,  but  of  course  he  assumed 
the  f  h  friend  to  be  a  man.  "  And  you?— have  you 
a  rich  friend  too?  "  he  asked  in  chaff.  Then  straight- 
way wondered  why  on  earth  he  should  hope  in  his  ueart 
that  she  went  nowhere  and  knew  no  one!  What  could 
have  come  over  him?  The  fog  must  surely  have 
affected  his  brain.  .  .  . 

With  men  of  natural,  wholesome  tendency  the  in- 
stinct of  sex  jealousy  will  oust  all  finer  considerations; 
but  Somerton  was  far  from  realizing  the  cause  of  the 
selfish  humour  that  suddenly  laeset  him.  His  indigna- 
tion would  no  doubt  have  been  fierce  had  anyone 
accused  him  at  the  moment  of  wishing  Fay  Fleetwood 
to  enjoy  no  pleasure  that  he  could  not  give  her  himself — 
more  especially  pleasure  she  might  owe  to  some  other 
man! 

"  I?  "  she  said  dreamily,  looking  again  into  the  fire. 
"Oh!  I  don't  want  to  go  to  parties  and  dances  and 
skating  rinks  particularly.     I  expect,  for  girls  who  like 
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that  sort  of  thing,  it's  lovely,  hut  personally  I'd  ex- 
change it  all  for  just  one  sight  of  the  dawn  on  the 
Himalayas,  or  even.  I  really  beUeve,  for  a  sniff  of  the 
bazaar!  I  suppose  that  sounds  dreadful,  but  it  would 
mean  that  I  was  back  in  India  1 " 

He  heard  the  suppressed  sob  in  her  voice,  and  there 
sUd  into  his  mind  the  memory  of  her  reading  a  green 
book  in  the  drawmg-room  at  Pahar  Tal;  of  how  she 
had  spoken  to  him  then,  shyly,  of  her  passion  for  India, 
how  he  had  wondered  what  the  future  would  brmg  the 
child,  infected  as  she  was  with  the  country's  magic 

SDell 

"I  know."  he  said  gently.    "  I  can  understand. 

I  want  to  get  back  there  myself." 

"  And  you  are  going  very  soon."  she  said  enviously. 

"  Yes.  My  sister-in-law  wanted  me  to  stay  at  home 
altogether  and  look  after  the  place,  but  I  couldn't  give 
up  my  freedom  and  my  profession,  and  Uve  on  her 
generosity.  We  almost  had  a  row  about  it.  But  I 
think  we've  come  to  an  amicable  settlement.  The 
place  bexongs  to  me  now.  and  she's  to  Uve  in  it  rent  free 
and  keep  it  up  in  return."  ^^ 

"  Then  you  won't  come  home  again  for  years? 
"  Yes.  I  shall  be  in  England  this  next  summer  on 
duty.    The  Rajah's  coming  home,  and  I'm  to  look 

after  him."  _,  , 

"  What— Rotah?    Just  fancy!    Of  course,  he  was 

always  so  keen  on  coming  to  England.    I  remember. 

How  has  he  been  getting  on  all  this  time?  " 

"  The  child  died,  you  know,  and  then  Rotah  got 

restiess  and  unsettled— the  women  led  him  such  a  life. 

So  we  sent  him  off  to  CoUege,  where  he's  doing^remark- 
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ably  well.  I  always  knew  that  boy  had  grit  in  him. 
I  believe  when  he  takes  the  reins  into  his  own  hands 
he'll  be  a  model  Indian  prince!  It's  a  pity  his  state  is 
a  comparatively  small  one  and  of  no  great  importance. 
He  might  be  a  shining  light  among  the  big  native 
rulers." 

Fay  remembered  the  moment  on  the  fort  walls  when 
Rotah  had  stammered  out  his  promise  to  her  that  he 
would  do  his  utmost  by  his  people.  She  saw  him  again 
in  the  light  of  the  afternoon  sun,  the  warm  brown  face 
and  liquid  eyes,  the  white  turban  folded  low  on  his  fore- 
head, the  sensitive,  boyish  mouth  and  snowy  teeth. 
She  hoped  with  fervour  that  his  rule  would  be  just  and 
humane — ^that  he  would  consider  his  responsibilities 
before  his  personal  inclinations.  She  knew  she  had 
done  her  little  best  to  urge  him  in  the  right  direction. 
It  might  be  that  her  influence,  though  so  remote 
and  indirect,  would  work  towards  the  fulfilment 
of  all  Rotah's  high  resolves.    The  idea  kindled  her 

spirit. 

"  And  the  Rani?  "  she  asked.    "  Is  she  coming  to 

England  with  him?  " 

"  I  expect  she  will,  but  I  hope  and  trust  the  Ma-ji 
will  stay  in  India.  Oh!  that  old  woman!  "  he  Ufted 
his  shoulders  significantly.  "  So  few  people  in  England 
realize  what  a  power  for  good  or  evil  the  women  of 
India  hold  in  their  little  brown  hands!  " 

There  came  a  silence.  In  this  narrow  room,  the 
door  and  windows  tightly  closed  against  the  cold  and 
darkness  outside,  the  man  and  girl  were  deep  in  re- 
membrance of  that  vast  old  country  steeped  in  sun,  a 
country  in  some  ways  so  terrible  yet  so  alluring,  where 
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the  happiest  days  of  both  their  lives,  so  far,  had  been 
passed. 

"  Sometimes  we  have  letters  from  old  Gunga,"  said 
Fay,  presently.  "  He  says  his  wife  is  most  kiiid  to 
Akbar,  who  has  grown  very  fat !  Gunga  doesn't  mean 
to  go  into  service  again  since  we  are  never  coming  back. 
He  seems  to  think  that  will  be  a  great  comfort  to  us, 
poor  old  dear!  Oh!  how  we  do  miss  our  Indian 
servants! "  she  added  regretfully.  "  Mother  can't 
make  up  her  mind  which  she  would  choose  to  have  if 
she  were  allowed  even  one  out  of  the  nu^aber  we  had 
to  keep  in  India.  On  Monday  mornings  she  bewails 
the  dhohie  ;  she  sa^s  her  life  is  wasted  in  fighting  with 
laundry  people.  When  the  woman  who  does  odds  and 
ends  of  dressmaking  for  us  fails  to  come  after  solemn 
oaths,  or  keeps  things  for  weeks  and  weeks,  she  longs 
for  the  durzey.  This  morning,  of  course,  it  was  the  cook 
she  regretted  most  bitterly  because  our  lady  left  in  a 
rage  at  a  moment's  notice.  That's  why  mother  is 
not  at  home  this  afternoon,  she  has  gone  up  to  London 
to  try  and  capture  another  one.  She  also  thinks  life 
would  be  so  much  easier  if  only  she  had  a  chuprassie 
to  do  up  parcels  and  go  messages.  I  have  heard  her  say 
she  feels  she  ought  to  go  back  to  India  to  shake  hands 
with  her  old  servants  and  apologize  to  them  for  ever 
having  been  cross  about  any  ningl  " 

Clive  Somerton  laughed.  "  Poor  Mrs  Fleetwood! 
This  pensioned  existence  in  England  for  Anglo-Indians 
is  a  difficult  question.  After  a  lifetime  of  experience 
in  one  direction  the  guillotine  of  completed  service 
severs  the  past  from  the  present  completely.  A  new 
head,  almost  a  new  body,  has  to  be  grown  before  there 
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can  be  real  contentment  under  the  new  conditions. 
Haven't  you  no+iced  how  restless  Anglo-Indians  are  at 
first— some  even  for  the  rest  of  their  lives?  They  often 
change  houses  and  localities  several  times  before  they 
finally  come  to  anchor,  if  ever  they  do.  I  believe  one 
reason  why  they  generally  move  from  their  first  perch 
is  that  it  doesn't  always  strike  them  what  an  important 
part  neighbourhood  plays  in  English  life.  In  India, 
of  course,  wherever  you  go  you  have  friends  about  you 
or  within  reach,  unless  you  are  absolutely  isolated  in  the 
jungle;  but  in  England  it's  no  use  tJdng  a  house, 
however  roomy  or  delig.  '.ful,  if  you  can't  know  your 
neighbours— if  it's  a  locality  given  over  to  a  different 
dass  from  y*      own." 

"  And  I  suppose  we're  too  apt  to  think  of  housing 
and  feeding  ourselves  and  our  friends  before  all  other 
considerations,"  said  Fay,  rather  ruefully. 

Tea  came  in,  the  lights  were  turned  up.  They 
talked  on,  easily,  intimately,  for  another  half-hour. 
Then  Somerton  looked  at  the  clock  on  the  mantelpiece, 
and  rose  with  an  exclamation  of  dismay. 

"  I'd  no  idea  the  time  was  going  so  quickly,"  he 
said,  and  held  out  his  hand.  "  I  shall  be  late  for  an 
appointment  I  have  to  keep  before  dinner.  I'm  afraid 
I  must  be  of!  at  once.  Miss  Fleetwood.  Will  you  tek 
your  people  how  sorry  I  am  to  have  missed  them?  I 
expect  I  shall  only  be  in  town  for  a  night  or  two  before 
I  sail,  but  if  I  can't  run  down  then  we  shall  meet  again 
later  on,  in  tne  spring." 

"  Yes,  when  you  come  home  with  the  Rajah.  We 
shall  look  forward  to  seeing  you." 

They  parted  with  formal  friendliness;    but  as  he 
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stepped  out  into  the  choking  fog  he  was  uneasily  con- 
scious of  a  longii^  to  turn  back,  of  an  acute  desire  to 
see  the  girl's  face  again,  to  touch  her  hand,  to  bid  her 
good-bye  once  more.  He  even  considered  for  a  moment 
whether  an  excuse  were  possible — his  gloves,  his 
umbrella?  No,  he  could  hardly  pretend  he  had  for- 
gotten either,  for  she  had  seen  these  possessions  in  his 
hands  as  he  left  the  narrow  hall!  Then  a  wave  of  self- 
impatience  chilled  the  impulse,  and  a  sense  of  alarm 
drove  him  forward  in  the  hght  of  the  road  lamps, 
blurred  and  enfeebled  by  the  fog.  Could  it  be  possible 
that  he  was  in  danger  of  loving  this  girl?  he  who  never 
intended  to  hamper  his  Ufe  with  the  responsibilities  of 
matrimony — ^who  Had  alwa5rs  thought  of  marriage  as 
a  hindrance  to  the  kind  of  existence  he  preferred? 
— an  existence  made  up  of  sport  and  congenial  duty, 
and  personal  independence,  free  from  all  domestic 
care.  To  a  bachelor,  with  his  notions  of  enjoy- 
ment, India  could  be  a  very  Paradise;  to  a  married 
man  it  might  easily  become  the  reverse,  what  with 
anxieties  about  health  and  money  and  children,  and 
the  everlasting  self-sacrifice  that  a  family  must  needs 
entail. 

Emphatically  he  insisted  to  himself  that  he  refused 
to  submit  to  such  a  visitation  as  threatened  to  faU 
upon  him — ^much  as  though  it  were  some  tiresome 
complaint  to  be  checked,  or  staved  off  at  all  hazards, 
that  it  might  not  interfere  with  plans  and  arrange- 
ments! 

All  the  way  to  the  station  he  argued  fiercely  in  his 
brain.  He  felt  it  was  like  struggling  in  a  dream  to 
gain  one's  own  ends — ^much  mental  clamour  with  no 
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relief;  and  the  horrible  fog,  the  cold  and  the  gloom, 
strengthened  the  simile.  In  his  present  circumstances 
he  was  free  to  spend  his  leave  and  his  money  just 
as  he  pleased— trips  into  the  Himalayas  after  ibex, 
gooral,  musk  deer,  after  heads  and  horns  of  all  descrip- 
tions; tiger-shoots  in  Nepal,  the  Terai,  the  Dhoon, 
expeditions,  such  as  his  soul  adored,  in  search  of  big 
game;  he  glowed  at  the  thought  of  it  all.  And  yet 
now  it  was  leavened  by  the  haunting  memory  of  blue- 
grey  eyes,  shaded  with  dark  lashes,  a  pale,  clean-cut 
little  face,  and  a  slender,  almost  boyish  figure.  Then 
all  at  once  he  knew  that  the  image  of  Fay  Fleetwood 
had  set  itself  up  in  the  background  of  his  mind  and 
heart  from  e  moment  of  his  watching  her  drive  away 
from  Rotah's  palace,  as  little  more  than  a  child,  some 
two  years  ago! 

The  revelation  amazed  him.    He  felt  a  detached 
wonder,  an  astonished  curiosity  towards  his  own  mental 
condition.    Who  ever  he^d  of  a  fellow  realizing  that 
he  was  more  or  less  in  love,  yet  being  angrily  unwilling 
to  admit  the  fact  or  to  go  further  in  the  matter?    By 
the  time  he  was  seated  in  the  train  his  resolve  was 
made— he  would  not  risk  further  upheaval  and  dis- 
turbance of  his  peace  by  a  second  visit  to  the  Fleet- 
woods before  he  sailed  again  for  Inia.    Perhaps  now 
that  he  was  alive  to  his  danger  he  might  succeed  in 
stifling  the  tender  attraction  he  felt  for  the  girl,  or, 
in  the  meantime,   she   might   marry   someone   else. 
Perhaps  she  was  already  engaged.    If  not,  when  he 
came  back  he  would  see.     Yes,  he  would  see.    And 
then,  he  thought  with  perverse  pessimism,  if  he  did 
propose  probably  she  would  refuse  him,  or,  vorse  still, 
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she  might  marry  him  just  as  a  means  of  returning  to 
India,  since  her  fancy  for  the  country  seemed  to  domi- 
nate all  her  inclinations! 

He  felt  it  to  be  an  altogether  exasperating,  un- 
necessary state  of  affairs.    Damnl 


CHAPTER  XIV 

THE  day  before  Clivc  Somerton  was  to  sail  far 
India  he  broke  faith  with  himself.  Despite 
what  he  had  regarded  as  an  irrevocable  resolve  he  tele- 
graphed to  Mrs  Fleetwood:  "Are  you  at  home  this 
afternoon?  "  and  prepaid  the  reply.  "  Yes.  do  come," 
was  the  answer,  and  then  perversely  he  wished  it  had 

been  "  No." 

His  defeat  was  brought  about  by  a  letter  from  a 
brother  officer,  received  by  that  week's  mail,  full  of  a 
threatening  of  trouble  on  the  frontier  and  the  regiment's 
chances  of  selection  for  active  service  should  an  ex- 
pedition prove  necessary.    Of  course,  in  such  an  event 
his  projected  visit  to  England  next  spring  with  the 
Rotah  Rajah  must  be  abandoned,  and  all  idea  of  leave 
relegated  to  the  uncertain  future.    And  in  face  of  his 
reasoning  and  calm  decision  he  caught  at  the  excuse 
for  capitulation,  vindicating  his  own  weakness  with 
sophistries  that  carried  no  inner  conviction,  till  finally 
he  met  the  truth— that  a  strong  desire  for  one  more 
sight  of  Fay  Fleetwood's  face  was  the  sole  reason  that 
impelled  him  to  make  this  tiresome  little  journey,  on  a 
bitterly  cold  afternoon,  even  though,  as  is  ever  the  case 
on  the  eve  of  a  voyage,  he  had  a  hundred  small  matters 
yet  to  settle.    While  still  vowing  to  himself  that  no  hint 
of  the  tenor  of  his  feelings  should  escape  him,  he  felt 
reluctant  to  leave  England,  now  that  his  absence  might 
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be  indefiritely  extended,  without  bidding  this  girl  fare- 
well. After  that  he  would  count  upon  time  to  dispel 
the  inquietude  she  had  evoked  in  his  breast. 

When  he  was  sho  vvn  into  the  drawing-room  he  hardly 
knew  whether  he  was  reUeved  or  disappointed  to  find 
only  Isabel  and  her  mother  seated  there.  In  any  case 
a  dull  depression  descended  upon  him,  and  he  responded 
with  conscious  effort  to  Mrs  Fleetwood's  cordiality. 
As  he  entered  she  threw  aside  a  letter  she  was  reading 
and  rose  with  evident  pleasure. 

"Thb  is  good  of  you.  Captain  Somerton!  I  am 
sorry  to  say  my  poor  husband  is  in  bed  with  what  the 
doctor  thinks  m^y  be  influenza  if  it  isn't  Indian  fever, 
so  I  didn't  even  tell  him  you  were  coming.  I  knew 
how  disappointed  he  would  be  not  to  see  you.  He 
was  very  restless  all  last  night,  but  he  is  having  a  com- 
fortable sleep  now." 

Somerton  expressed  his  regret,  and  they  all  abused 
the  English  climate,  which  they  blamed  for  Mr  Fleet- 
wood's indisposition. 

"  And  Marion,  too,  was  dreadfully  sorry  to  be  obliged 
to  keep  an  engagement  this  afternoon.  It  was  one  she 
could  not  very  weU  break." 

"  Of  course  not !  "  he  said  conventionally. 

Isabel  now  rescued  the  letter  that  had  fallen  inside 
the  fender.  "  And  /  ought  to  have  been  in  London 
'  taking  up '  a  cook's  character  for  mother  this  after- 
noon! But  I  couldn't  resist  sta5dng  in  to  see  you!  " 
she  said,  and  added  smiling:  "  Now  we  shall  probably 
lose  the  chance  of  securing  a  perfect  treasure,  or  be 
obliged  to  engage  the  writer  of  this  " — she  held  up  the 
sheet  of  paper  scrawled  with  illiterate  handwriting — 
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"  which  begins.  '  Dear  Madman,  This  comes  hopping 
you  are  not  sooted/  and  ends,  'Yours  respec- 
tively'1" 

Somerton  laughed,  but  Mrs  Fleetwood  sighed. 
"  No  one  knows  what  I  suffer  with  these  people!  "  she 
said.  "But  don't  let  us  mention  them.  Now  tell 
me — "  and  she  began  to  ask  questions. 

He  replied  patiently,  and  inquired  politely  in  his 
turn,  without  voicing  the  one  question  he  really  wished 
to  hear  answered.  He  regarded  Isabel  and  thought 
her  altered  in  appearance;  she  was  surely  thinner,  a 
little  faded,  what  is  described  as  "  going  off."  Mrs 
Fleetwood,  too,  had  aged  perceptibly,  but  then  it  was 
more  than  two  years  since  their  last  meeting,  and 
people  must  be  expected  to  change  with  time.  Then 
he  glanced  round  the  room,  receiving  an  impression  of 
comfort  and  colour  due  in  part  to  the  beautiful  Indian 
carpet  and  to  Mrs  Fleetwood's  cherished  native  em- 
broideries, carvings  and  brasswork.  In  England  she 
was  permitted  to  display  them  without  opposition  from 
her  elder  daughters;  and  indeed  so  handsome  of  their 
kind  were  these  possessions  that  to  banish  them  would 
have  seemed  inexcusable. 

The  talk  continued.  Mrs  Fleetwood  was  interested 
as  well  as  concerned  to  hear  of  the  possibility  of  what 
her  visitor  called  "  a  scrimmage  on  the  frontier."  She 
was  sorry  he  might  not  be  coming  home  in  the  spring 
with  the  young  Rajah,  and  she  and  Isabel  wondered 
if  the  Rani  would  accompany  her  husband. 

"  I  expect  he  will  bring  her  with  him,  especially  as 
I  hear  the  Ma-ji  is  dead!  "  said  Somerton.  "  I  am 
sure  nobody  will  regret  her.    I  don't  know  what  she 
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died  of.    I  should  think  probably  somebody  poisoned 
her.    I  wonder  it  did  not  happen  long  ago/' 

"  It  will  do  the  Rani  good  to  come  home,  said  Mrs 
Fleetwood.  "Poor  Uttle  creature,  she  was  sadly 
behind  the  times.  Of  course  it  was  a  great  dmdvan- 
tage  to  Rotah  having  inherited  so  unexpectedly  and 
when  he  was  no  longer  a  chUd-and  she  suffered  too. 
I  always  felt  sorry  for  them  both." 

"  WeU  at  any  rate  Rotah  is  doing  his  best  to  make 
up  for  lost  time.  He's  working  hard  at  College,  and 
shaph.-  just  as  well  as  I  always  hoped  and  expected 

^  Then  Somerton  grew  restive,  wondering  if  Fay  was 
on  guard  in  her  father's  room,  remembenng  that  last 
*:^e  he  was  here  ht  had  sat  with  her  in  the  dimng- 
...  n.  Perhaps  she  was  in  the  dining-room  now.  h^^sy 
over  something.  He  watched  the  door,  while  Mrs 
Fleetwood  made  further  remarks  and  the  tune  ticked 
away  in  the  warm  drawing-room.  _     ,     ,      u 

Finally  he  said:    "  Where  is  Miss  Fay?     Is  she 

^"^  Mre  Fleetwood  and  Isabel  both  looked  at  the  clock. 
"  Oh!  Fay  ought  to  have  been  back  by  this  tune. 
Isabel  told  him.    "  She  said  we  were  to  be  sure  and 
keep  you  if  she  was  at  all  late.    She  goes  up  to  London 
every  day  ever  her  stupid  typewriting."  ^^ 
"  Typewriting?    How  do  you  mean?  " 
•  Fav  has  taken  a  craze  into  her  head  to  tram  for 
a  secretaryship!  "    It  was  stUl  Isabel  who  a^wered 
him     "  We  think  it  such  ridiculous  nonsense,  but  she 
will'have  her  own  way.    She  is  doing  a  course  of  type- 
writing and  shorthand.    She  began  it  a  few  days  ago. 
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Annoyance  at  the  thought  of  Fay,  dainty,  dreamy, 
fastidious,  slaving  at  a  typewriting  machine,  scribbling 
shorthand,  held  the  man  silent— the  very  words  called 
up  for  him,  living  as  he  had  done  so  far  from  the  busy 
London  world,  visions  of  "dreadful  girls,"  "not 
ladies,"  who  would  probably  be  her  companions  in 
work,  and  he  was  filled  with  disapprobation.  Surely 
such  a  proceeding  was  totally  uncalled  for,  most  unwise. 
What  were  her  parents  about  to  allow  such  a  thing? 

"  She  says  she  must  have  occupation,"  went  on 
Isabel,  of  course  unconscious  of  his  feelings,  "  and  I 
daresay  she  is  right  in  a  way.  You  see,  she  doesn't 
care  much  for  goit\g  out.  She's  not  like  other  girls 
in  that  respect." 

"  Nowada)^  so  many  nice  girls  do  a  little  something 
for  pocket-money,  though  that's  not  exactly  Fay's 
object,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood  in  plaintive  apology. 
"  I  pointed  out  that  there  was  no  need  for  her  to  do 
anything  of  the  sort.  We  aren't  so  poverty-stricken 
as  all  that!" 

She  smiled  in  her  old  placid  manner,  but  there  was 
little  response  in  Somerton's  face.  He  drank  his  tea 
in  discontented  silence,  then  said  rather  abruptly  that 
he  feared  he  could  stay  no  longer;  it  was  much  later 
than  he  thought ;  he  had  to  dine  at  a  Club  with  a  couple 
of  friends — ^men  of  his  regiment  who  were  also  at  home; 
he  had  business  letters  to  write  and  various  things  to 
do  before  he  dressed. 

Mrs  Fleetwood  went  to  the  window  and  drew  aside 
the  blind.  "  I  can't  understand  Fay  being  so  late," 
she  said  anxiously.  "  She  wanted  to  see  you,  Captain 
Somerton." 
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"  Well,  it's  no  u»e  looking  out  into  th*"  back  garden, 
mother  I"  observed  Isabel.  "She  must  have  been 
delayed  at  the  office  lor  some  reason.  She's  so  keen  on 
the  work  she  forgets  all  about  time." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  turned  again,  troubled,  into  the 
room.  Somerton  was  standing  as  though  to  take  his 
leave.    "I  must  go— really  I"  he  said  with  genuine 

regret. 

"  It  is  a  pity!  Still,  I  know  what  it  is  when  one 
is  just  starting  for  India.  Good-bye,  then,  Captain 
Somerton.  Come  and  see  us  when  you  get  home 
again,  won't  you?  I  expect  we  shall  be  here.  The 
house  suits  us,  and  we  like  the  space  and  the  fresh  air. 
Anyway  the  Bullens  will  always  tell  you  where  to  find 
us.  They  have  bought  a  house  here  and  are  quite 
settled.  So  nice  for  usl  .  .  .  Good-bye.  You  may 
meet  Fay  on  your  way  to  the  station." 

"  I  hope  so.  I  will  look  out  for  her."  And  with 
further  speeches  on  both  sides  he  went. 

He  did  meet  Fay  on  his  way  to  the  station.  They 
met  face  to  face  under  a  road  lamp  that  illuminated 
her  charming,  clear-cut  face  and  eyes  of  soft  grey- 
blue.  Fur  came  up  to  the  pointed  chin,  and  touched 
the  little  pink  ears,  and  round  her  toque  was  fur  that 
mingled  lightly  with  her  hair. 

Her  right  hand  came  out  of  her  muff.  "Oh! 
Captain  Somerton,   then   I  have  missed  you   after 

all!" 

"  Not  quite!  I  stayed  as  long  as  I  dared,  hopmg 
you  might  come  in."  He  held  her  hand  in  his.  "  I 
hear  you  are  hard  at  work."  He  said  it  grudgingly 
though  he  smiled  down  at  her,  and  his  eyes  reminded 
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Fay  of  the  morning  when  he  had  come  round  the 
shoulder  of  the  hill-side  and  halted,  looking  at  her, 
saying,  "  Hullo,  little  lady  I    You  are  up  early  I  " 

Oh!  how  that  morning,  and  others  like  it.  came 
back  to  her  as  she  stood  on  the  damp  asphalt  footpath 
beneath  the  lamp  in  the  biting  chill  of  the  winter  even- 
ing; frost  and  fog  in  the  air;  people  hurrying  home- 
wards to  their  firesides  on  foot,  on  bicycles,  in  tram- 
cirs.  passing  and  re-passing  like  ghosts  in  the  gloom. 
Again  she  saw  the  sparkling  sunshine,  the  wonderful 
sky,  so  blue,  so  clear,  the  blinding  glory  of  the  snows, 
the  purple,  sultry  valleys.  And  this  man  before  her 
was  going  back  to  it  all— how  she  envied  him  I— back 
to  the  light  and  the  warmth  and  the  independence, 
to  the  reality  of  sights  and  soimds  and  scents  that 
haimted  her  dreams.  She  fought  against  the  wave 
of  yearning  that  surged  through  her  heart. 

"Oh,  yes,"  she  said  cheerily.  "I'm  hard  at 
work,  and  I  like  it.  I  like  the  regularity  and  the 
purpose.  I  believe  I'm  a  bom  servant  1  I  hope, 
when  my  course  is  finished,  I  shall  get  an  interesting 

billet." 

He  hated  the  thought  that  she  should  work  for 
a  wage.  It  appeared  to  him  unsuitable,  altogether 
wrong.    He  said  crossly, ' '  It  seems  very  unnecessary  I  " 

She  gazed  at  him  in  reproach.  "  Ohl  how  unkind 
of  you.  Why  shouldn't  I  work  if  I  want  to  I  You  are 
as  bad  as  Marion  and  Isabel." 

He  felt  provoked  with  himself  and  with  her,  goaded 
because  he  loved  her  and  did  not  want  to  love 
her. 

"  I  suppose  it's  difficult  to  realize  that  you  are 
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grown  up  and  can  take  care  of  yourself,"  he  said  rather 
petulantly. 

She  retorted  with  mischievous  intent ;  "  Yes,  I 
daresay  from  your  point  of  view  I  am  not  much  more 
than  a  child,  just  as  from  my  point  of  view  you  are  very 
nearly  an  old  man!  " 

He  laughed,  recovering  his  temper,  repenting  his 
impatience,  regretting  most  sorely  that  he  had  to  leave 
her. 

"  All  right,  we'll  continue  the  quarrel  when  I  come 
back  from  India,  though  when  that  will  be  I  don't 
know  now.  I  may  not  be  coming  home  next  year  after 
aU." 

He  paused,  scahning  her  face  with  wistful  attention, 
but  he  saw  only  frank,  impersonal  concern  for  his  own 
inconvenience,  nothing  more. 

"  Oh !  what  a  pity !  "  she  said  with  ready  sympathy. 
"  Why  is  it?  " 

He  told  her,  and  as  he  spoke  a  clock  somewhere 
near  chimed  out  the  hour.  It  was  imperative  that 
he  should  hurry.  Oh!  why  could  he  not  take  her 
with  him,  out  of  this  cold  and  darkness  and  dullness 
of  life!  It  was  too  late,  he  could  say  nothing;  he 
could  see  she  had  no  thought  of  him  save  as  a  pleasant 
acquaintance.  He  must  wait  —  wait  and  take  his 
chance. 

A  tram  came  roUing  by,  ablaze  with  light,  filled 
with  people.  In  a  moment  his  farewell  was  over,  cut 
short  most  imromantically  as  he  darted  forward,  to- 
gether with  other  desperate  passengers,  to  clutch  the 
brass  bar  and  to  struggle  inside  the  car  through  a  re- 
sisting mass  of  knees  and  boots  whose  owners  seemed  to 
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prefer  the  risk  of  any  injury  rather  than  budge  one 
inch  further  up  the  seats. 

Fay  went  on  her  way  smiling.  Captain  Somerton 
was  a  dear  man.  She  liked  him  so  mwh,  and  remem- 
bered his  curious  agate-green  eyes  md  tho'ight  how 
nice  and  friendly  he  had  always  bee  ..  Lucky  creature 
to  be  off  to-morrow  for  India !  She  ei i ,  i ed  him ;  l  nough, 
thank  goodness,  she  had  at  last  discovered  a  palliative 
for  discontentment  and  depression  m  work,  work — 
work  with  a  definite  purpose,  not  merely  the  maintain- 
mg  of  an  accomplishment  that  could  lead  to  no  useful 
end.  Since  pursuing  this  line  for  herself  she  had  been 
conscious  of  mental  refreshment,  a  bracing  of  spirit, 
a  hopeful  feeling  of  security  against  the  heart-hunger 
for  India  that  threatened  at  times  to  cloud  her  whole 
existence.  She  began  to  recall  to-day's  happenings — 
her  success  at  one  point,  her  failure  at  another,  the  ill- 
temper  of  her  instructress  over  nothing,  the  woman's 
patience  over  real  aggravation.  How  one  handsome, 
red-haired  girl  had  of  a  sudden  revolted  and  cried  out 
against  a  future  of  drudgery,  had  flung  her  papers  on 
the  ground,  pushed  aside  her  typewriting  machine, 
and  babbled  tempestuously  concerning  theatres,  and 
suppers,  pleasures  and  pretty  things  only  awaiting 
those  who  had  the  pluck  and  the  sense  to  take  them. 
And  when  she  was  gone,  and  the  bang  of  the  door  and 
the  echo  of  her  resentful  yet  triumphant  voice  had 
died  away,  a  blight  seemed  to  fall  on  some  of  the  girls — 
those  who  in  all  probability  could  look  forward  to  noth- 
ing better  than  a  slow  sacrifice  of  looks  and  health  and 
laughter  in  return  for  such  wage  as  would  enable  them 
just  to  live— certainly  no  more.    A  sad,  feeble  murmur 
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of  discouragement  had  rumbled  round  the  room  before 
the  maSs  began  to  tick  again  and  dose  work  en- 
forced  the  sflence  of  concentration. 

That  evening  Marion  returned  in  high  spirits  from 
a  W«  ea Wy  given  by  Mis  de  Wick  at  a  fashionable 
»n7lxM^ve  hotel-restaurant.    She  changed  mto  a 
^JZZ  sat  with  her  father  untU  dinner^e^ 
S  Wm  a  lively  description  of  the  afternoon,  though 
purposely  she  omitted  one  incident, 
^^e  iked,  when  she  came  downstatts  if  the  Into 
n,»fl  was  in     "  Dad  says  ifs  due  to-mght,  and  he  s 
Z^r<^'  The  Pion^  M.ii."     No    it  had  .^t 
'Ze'  Isabel  thought  it  -ul^  Probabty  arme  by 
the   last   post.    "I    brought    hun    a    bte   paper 
id   Mari».    ■'  that  will  keep   hm.  gomg  for  the 

'"Ifthey  finished  dimier  the  postman  knocked  »<th 
his  customary  violence  and  pushed  so«;"l>^  "^o  the 
tetter-box     It  proved  to  be  the  Indian  paper-no 
ete«  nothing  else.    Mrs  Fleetwood  took  the  paper 
u«tSs  ropened,  to  her  husband.    She  would  sit 
"JS^,^rsaid:  and  read  him  all  the  Ind.^  new. 
Fay  elected  to  go  to  bed;  she  was  '"f.  ^'J^^" 
Marion  and  Isabel  had  the  drawing-room  to  themselves. 
^hTto  burned  brighUy.    They  did  -ot  'rouble  to 
im,  on  the  lights,  and  Marion,  in  her  amber^oloored 
trgol  streiied  herself  with  lazy  contentment  on 
the  Ehat  had  a  carved  sandal-wood  screen  for  back- 
™S    The  fireUght  burnished  her  bngM  tor  »d 
^^  flickering  reflections  in  the  brass  tea-table  beside 
S^co^'^d  she  put  down  her  feet  they  would 
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have  rested  on  a  tawny  tiger  skin.  Isabel,  regarding 
her  sister  with  affectionate  adiniration,  was  reminded 
of  an  Alma  Tadema  painting. 

The  warm  silence  of  the  room  was  very  peaceful. 
Marion  broke  it  with  the  sort  of  question  that,  like  a 
riddle,  few  people  attempt  to  answer.  "  Who  do  you 
think  I  saw  to-day?  " 

Naturally  Isabel  demanded  "  Who?  "  with  no  m- 
tention  of  guessing. 

"  Sir  Rowland  Curtice." 
"  Oh!  the  pig.    What  did  he  say?  " 
"  I  didn't  give  him  the  chance  of  saying  much! " 
was  Marion's  somewhat  vicious  reply.    "  He   came 
with  the  Crambs,  you  know,  tho?e  people  who  give 
such  enormous  dinner-parties  at  the  Carlton  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  to  everybody  they  meet.    Mrs  de 
Wick  rushes  at  them  whenever  she  sees  them  anywhere. 
She  pushed  me  into  the  thick  of  the  Cramb  party  this 
afternoon,  and  I  found  myself  sitting  next  to  Sir  Row- 
land Curtice!    He  said.  '  I  thir'      '  met  in  India.'    I 
stared  at  him  and  said,  '  Perl;  India  I  should 

recognize  you  again  '—as  if  I  had  aever  seen  him  before 
in  my  life.  Then  I  got  up  and  sat  in  another  place 
well  away  from  him.  Then  Aunt  B.  turned  up  and  was 
very  gushing  and  confidential,  and  would  you  believe 
it,  Sir  Rowland  came  forward  and  joined  us,  and  told 
her  that  he  had  stayed  with  us  in  India,  and  how  kind 
we  had  been  to  him!  Afterwards  Aunt  B.  gave  me 
such  a  scolding  because  she  said  I  had  snubbed  him, 
and  she  thought  it  so  stupid  of  me  when  he  was 
a  real  catch,  and  so  evidently  taken.  I  was  so 
amused!  " 
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"  Did  you  tell  him  where  we  lived?  " 
"  Good  gracious!  I  should  think  not!  " 
Marion  gazed  into  the  fire,  mi:~>ing,  with  a  contem- 
plative smile.  The  situation  that  had  arisen  with 
regard  to  Sir  Rovland  Curtice  was  sharply  apparent 
to  her,  and  it  promised  some  entertainment.  She  felt 
sure  he  would  make  an  attempt  to  follow  up  their 
meeting  sooner  or  later.  Attraction  that  battled  with 
reluctance  had  shone  in  his  pebbly  eyes,  and  she 
divined  that  though  no  doubt  he  still  preened  himself 
on  having  eluded  her  wiles  in  India,  he  yet  felt  drawn 
towards  her,  beholding  her  once  more,  allured  again 
by  all  that  had  pleased  him  in  her  formerly— her  hand- 
some face  and  figure,  her  calm  self-possession,  her 
ready  tongue.  Though  the  remembrance  of  their  last 
interview  must  surely  rankle  in  his  mind,  perhaps 
at  the  same  time  it  lent  spice  to  the  re-encounter! 
She  felt  that  her  present  attitude  towards  him  had 
stirred  nis  sluggish  emotions.  Probably  he  had  ex- 
pected her  to  be  more  than  friendly,  seeing  that  here 
she  was  in  England  and  still  Miss  Fleetwood!  Pm-- 
posely  Marion  had  balked  and  provoked  him,  even 
apart  from  her  indignation  at  his  insolence,  display- 
ing an  indifference  towards  him  that  was  indeed  most 
genuine. 

Perhaps  in  consequence  of  this  afternoon's  event 
Marion's  thoughts  now  turned,  and  turned  more 
warmly,  to  the  memory  of  Tom  Gray.  Tom  Gray  was 
coming  home  for  Christmas,  as  he  had  promised  he 
would  do  when  he  rode  away  through  the  mango  grove 
that  bright  Indian  morning.  How  long  ago  that 
seemed!    It  would  be  nice  to  see  him  again.    At  any 
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rate  nobody  could  accuse  Tom  Gray  of  being  worldly, 
or  heartless,  or  selfish.  How  refreshing  after  the  com- 
pany to  which  by  this  time  she  was  accustomed,  to 
which  she  had  deliberately  attached  herself,  trad- 
ing on  her  good  looks  and  attractive  manners,  yet 
feeling  mean,  and  small,  and  unworthy  all  the 
time. 

Isabel  dozed.  The  fire  burned  low.  Marion  was 
so  wholly  given  over  to  her  own  thoughts  that  time, 
at  the  moment,  hardly  existed  for  her,  and  she  did  not 
know  that  her  mother  had  come  into  the  drawing-room 
until  the  lights  were  turned  up  without  warning,  and 
Mrs  Fleetwood  said:  "Why  are  you  sitting  in  the 
iaik?  " 

She  came  towards  the  fireplace  with  the  newspaper 
hrom  India  in  her  hand. 

"  How's  dad?  "  said  Isabel.  She  sat  up  and  blinked 
in  the  glare  of  the  electric  light. 

"  Better,  I  think.  But  we've  both  been  so  upset 
by  a  piece  of  news  in  The  Pioneer  Mail,  and  you  will  be 
shocked  too,  both  of  you.  Poor  Mr  Gray  is  dead — 
Tom  Gray!  I  can  hardly  believe  it  when  I  remember 
how  well  and  cheery  he  was  that  last  Christmas  when 
we  were  all  in  camp  together.  And  he  was  just  coming 
home,  too!  " 

"Oh!  mother,  how  dreadful!  What  happened — 
does  it  say?  "  Isabel  rose  swiftly  and  put  out  all  the 
lights  but  the  one  behind  the  carved  sandal-wood  screen. 
Marion  had  not  spoken;  she  lay  quite  still  on  the 
sofa. 

"  Why  have  you  put  the  lights  out?  "  complained 
Mrs  Fleetwood. 
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"  There  was  such  a  glare.  It  hurt  my  eyes  after 
the  darkness." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  sat  down  on  the  chair  Isabel  had 
left. 

"  It  is  so  sad  about  poor  Mr  Gray.  It  was  a  fall 
from  his  horse,  poor  fellow."  She  turned  over  the  pages 
of  the  paper.  "  Where  was  it?  I  can't  see  with  so 
little  light.    Isabel,  turn  up  the  one  near  me." 

Marion    moved.     Then    she    got    up    from    the 

sofa. 

"  I  am  going  to  bed,"  she  said,  and  walked  out  of 
the  room  with  slow,  even  steps. 

When  the  door  closed  behind  her  sister,  Isabel 
turned  on  the  lights.  Mrs  Fleetwood  found  the  para- 
graph and  read  it  aloud.  Tom  Gray's  death  had  been 
commonplace  and  sudden.  The  horse  had  put  its 
foot  into  a  rat-hole  and  turned  head  over  heels.  Tom 
Gray's  neck  was  broken  when  they  picked  him  up. 

"  Poor  fellow,  poor  fellow  1  "  Mrs  Fleetwood  re- 
peated, her  kind  blue  eyes  full  of  tears.  "  How  sad! 
Isabel — "    She  paused. 

"  Yes.  mother?  " 

"  Marion  did  not  seem  to  mind.  Did  you  notice 
it?  Strictly  between  ourselves,  dear,  I  have  now  and 
then  wondered  if  she  did  care  for  him  a  little?  Marion 
is  not  of  a  very  affectionate  nature,  I  know,  but  she 
always  seemed  to  me  to  like  him  better  than  any  of  the 
other  men.  He  woiild  have  made  a  very  good  husband, 
though  of  course  the  Police  is  not  a  very  well-paid 
service.  I  must  say  I  was  surprised  at  the  way  she 
took  the  bad  news." 

Isabel  was  not  at  all  surprised.    She  knew  her  sister 
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better  than  the  mother  knew  the  daughter.  She  knew 
that  the  one  soft  spot  for  any  man  in  the  world  in 
Marion's  heart  had  all  at  once  become  an  aching,  tender 
wound  that  now  only  courage  and  the  years  could 
heal. 


CHAPTER  XV 

TO  the  Fleetwoods'  disgust  this  their  second 
Christmas  in  England  arrived  in  thoroughly  old- 
fashioned  order.  Heavy  snow  fell  and  weighted  the 
branches  of  the  trees  and  shrubs,  lay  freezing  immov- 
ably on  the  roofs  and  along  the  gates  and  palings;  the 
sky  resembled  grey  cotton  wool,  and  a  bleak  silence 
brooded  everywhere.  Pipes  froze,  boilers  burst,  pro- 
visions arrived  too  late,  or  were  not  delivered  at  all. 
General  inconvenience  prevailed. 

At  Combe  Down  it  could  hardly  be  regarded  as  a 
merry  season,  for  in  addition  to  domestic  disasters  due 
to  the  severe  cold  and  its  shrivelling  effect  on  Anglo- 
Indian  susceptibilities,  Mr  Fleetwood  was  far  from  well, 
if  not  seriously  ill.  Influenza  had  aggravated  his 
cough,  and  left  him  in  a  melancholy  humour,  which, 
unused  as  he  was  to  the  handicap  of  ill-health,  he 
seemed  powerless  to  combat.  And  in  a  mood  foolishly 
perverse  he  had  brought  about  a  relapse  by  going  out 
before  sanction  to  do  so  had  been  wrung  from  the  doctor. 

Therefore  Christmas  Day  found  Mr  Fleetwood  in 
bed,  exceedingly  annoyed  because  he  was  unable  to 
dine  with  the  BuUens  that  night,  and  irate  with  his  wife 
because  she  refused  to  leave  him  to  accompany  the  girls 
to  the  dinner-party. 

"  He  won't  do  a  thing  he's  told,"  Marion  complained 
to  Mre  Bullen  when  she  and  her  sister  arrived  in  the 
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dra\ving-room.  "  and  he's  so  cross  and  unlike  himself. 
He  hehaves  exactly  as  if  it  was  aU  our  fault— his  being 
illl  '  ^ 

"  He's  fretting,"  said  Mrs  Bullen. 

"  What  for? "  inquired  Marion,  inclined  to  be 
aggrieved. 

"  For  something  to  do  that  would  interest  him,  and 
also  for  the  jungle,  my  dear.'' 

Marion  protested.  "But  he's  had  a  lifetime  of 
interesting  work  and  sport.  He  can't  expect  to  live 
at  home  as  he  lived  in  India.  None  of  us  can!  "  she 
added  ruefuUy.  "  Look  at  Colonel  Bullen— A«'s  per- 
fectly contented !  " 

Mrs  Bullen  did  look  at  her  husband,  standing 
spruce  and  spare  with  his  back  to  the  fire-place  in  the 
room  full  of  guests  awaiting  the  announcement  of 
dinner. 

"  You  can't  compare  the  two  men,"  was  her  answer. 
She  knew  how  entirely  different  was  his  nature  from 
that  of  John  Fleetwood.  He  did  not  pine  for  the  riding 
and  the  shooting  because,  though  not  a  "  muff,"  he  was 
no  sportsman  at  heart.  Any  form  of  exercise  satisfied 
him,  even  the  dull  tramps  he  took  along  suburban  roads, 
tramps  on  which  John  Fleetwood  refused,  flatly,  to 
accompany  him.  Colonel  Bullen  said  these  walks  kept 
him  in  health  and  cost  him  nothing  but  shoe  leather 
Then  he  was  a  card-player,  though  nothing  of  a  gambler 
whereas  cards  without  fairly  high  stakes  bored  Mr 
Fleetwood,  for  which  reason  he  now  did  not  play  at  all. 
As  for  work.  Colonel  Bullen  was  always  busy  over  local 
councUs,  boards,  and  committees,  enjoying  such  volun- 
tary duties,  unaffected  by  association  with  colleagues 
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whose  methods  would  have  exasperated  Mr  Fleetwood 
beyond  all  power  of  self-control. 

Marion  said  no  more  on  the  subject;  but  that  night 
when  she  looked  into  the  sick-room  on  her  return  from 
the  Bullens'  Christmas  dinner-party,  the  words  of  her 
mother's  old  friend  repeated  themselves  in  her  brain. 

The  bedroom  was  of  an  ordinary  English  type— 
a  flower-patterned  wall-paper  and  carpet,  light  oak 
furniture,  dark  serge  curtains  now  close  drawn  before 
the  bow  window;  a  gleaming  brass  bedstead  whereon 
lay  Mr  Fleetwood  with  closed  eyes,  breathing  rather 
noisily  Mrs  Fleetwood  sat  by  the  fire  m  her  dressing- 
gown^    She  held  up  her  hand  as  Marion  stole  in. 

"  He's  asleep,"  she  whispered,  "  but  I'm  afraid  he's 
very  feverish." 

Perhaps  the  slight  mo  v. .  --^nts  reached  his  conscious- 
ness. He  stured  in  his  s\s  i>  and  muttered.  The  two 
women  watched  him  anxiously. 

He  spoke  again,  said  something  about  an  office  file 
and  a  report — then  murmured  intermittently  of  guns 
and  ga^ne.  In  his  dreams  he  lived  again  the  life  that 
was  gone  from  his  reach  for  ever;  perhaps  in  fancy  he 
was  perched  on  a  platform  in  a  tree,  waiting  for  snuffling, 
prowling  noises  beneath;  perhaps  swaying  in  a  howdah 
through  seas  of  dry  grass  the  height  of  a  man;  perhaps 
watching  for  the  duck  and  wild  geese  to  come  overhead 
at  sunset.  .  .  . 

Marion  listened.  Her  throat  throbbed,  tears  rose 
to  her  eyes.  Now  she  imderstood  what  Mrs  Bullen 
meant — she  realized,  in  those  moments,  her  father's 
hankering  for  the  old  days;  the  restiveness,  repressed 
so  valiantly,  against  the  cramped,  vUla  existence  of  the 


T.  .  33-'iXaf 


THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 


227 


present;  the  limitations,  the  sense  of  stiflement  and 
captivity.  She  perceived  how  his  whole  being  must 
miss  the  freedom,  the  power,  the  responsibility  that  had 
been  to  him  as  second  nature  throughout  his  adult  years. 
How  cruelly  hard  must  have  been  the  wrench,  the  change, 
the  "  Combe  Down  "  literally  to  a  house  in  a  row  of 
other  houses;  just  the  daily  visits  to  the  Club,  the  re- 
turn home  to  a  diary  of  domestic  vexations — all  the 
lack  of  means,  and  recreation,  and  sport. 

Presently  he  woke,  inquired  drowsily  of  Marion 
about  the  Bullens'  party,  swallowed  with  resignation 
the  dose  of  medicine  his  wife  at  once  measured  out  for 
him,  and  fell  into  a  peaceful  sleep. 

John  Fleetwood  never  got  up  again.  There  followed 
a  period  of  suspense  and  fear;  then,  in  January,  he 
died,  quietly,  without  question,  as  obe3dng  orders  from 
head-quarters — died  with  a  sn:ile  on  his  lips,  and  peace 
on  his  face,  and  happy  memories  in  his  mind. 

Just  at  the  last  he  asked  "  Emily  "  if  ic  would 
bother  her  to  find  out  if  Gimga  had  put  everything 
ready?— "  to  see  that  the  boxes  of  cartridges  had 
not  been  i^xgotten?  "  I  want  to  start  on  the  march 
very  early  in  the  morning,"  he  said,  as  though  in  apology 
ioT  troubling  her,  "  and  I  must  get  to  sleep  as  scon  as 
possible." 

He  went  to  sleep  and  started  very  early  in  the 
morning,  marching  to  regions  of  freedom  and  space, 
and  light  everlasting. 


The  next  few  months  moved  evenly,  without  par- 
ticular incident  for  the  widow  and  her  daughters.  They 
remained  on  in  the  house  at  Norbledon.  though  Marion 
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made  a  dcspeiate  bid  for  a  flat  in  London.    Mr  Fleet- 
wood's pension  perforce  was  gone,  but  they  found  them- 
selves in  no  worse  circumstances  than  during  his  life- 
time.   The  sons  of  course  no  longer  looked  for  help, 
and  the  pensions  of  Mrs  Fleetwood  and  the  three  girls, 
together  with  a  modest   sum  of  insurance  money, 
sufficed  to  keep  the  household  in  ordinary  ease.    It  all 
continued  much  as  before,  save  that  Mrs  Fleetwood 
became  a  litUe  querulous,  rather  drab-coloured  physi- 
cally  and  mentally.    She  lost  to  a  great  extent  her 
cheerful  complacence,  and  might  have  sunk  mto  a 
spiritless  apathy  had  it  not  been  for  Fanny  Bullen.  who 
contrived  to  see  her  old  friend  daUy.  advised  her  on 
financial  as  well  as  on  domestic  matters,  insisted  that 
she  should  take  a  reasonable  amount  of  exercise,  and 
made  every  endeavour  to  stimulate  her  interest  in  life. 
After  the  first  period  of  mourning  was  over  Manon 
went  abroad  with  Mrs  de  Wick,  who  had  been  ill.   Isabel 
devoted  herself  to  her  mother,  and  Fay,  after  com- 
pletmg  her  course  of  secretarial  training,  secured  a 
temporary  post  in  the  office  of  an  illustrated  weekly 
paper  which  kept  her  occupied  from  morning  tUl  night. 
It  seemed  as  if  the  Fleetwood  famUy  had  dnfted  mto 
some  still  backwater,  as  if  the  present  order  of  affairs 
might    continue    indefinitely,    without    alteration    or 

disturbance. 

Then  spring  came,  a  late  spring  that  was  more  like 
a  precocious  summer,  forcing  buds  and  blossoms  mto 
bloom,  filling  the  air  with  clean,  sweet  fragrance,  con- 
verting commonplace  suburban  gardens  mto  fairy 
enclosures  with  lUac  and  laburnum,  forget-me-nots, 
wallflowers,  London  pride.    Change  and  hope  were  m 
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the  very  atmosphere,  and  at  Combe  Down  things  began 
to  happen. 

One  morning  Mrs  Fleetwood  came  to  breakfast  with 
a  letter  from  India  in  her  hand — a  letter  from  her 
husband's  old  friend  the  Resident  at  Rotah.  She  had 
a  plaintive  air. 

"  I  don't  know  why  he  should  ask  me  to  do  such  a 
thing.  Read  what  he  says,  Isabel."  She  handed  the 
letter  acioss  the  table  and  began  to  make  the  tea. 

"  May  I  see  too?  "  said  Fay.  Without  waiting  for 
permission  she  leaned  over  her  sister's  shoulder. 

The  commencement  of  the  letter  contained  nothing 
more  moving  than  inquiries  concerning  the  welfare  of 
Mrs  Fleetwood  and  her  daughters,  information  as  to  the 
doings  of  the  writer  and  his  own  family;  but  towards 
the  end  there  came  a  tentative,  apologetic  request — 
perhaps  Mrs  Fleetwood  might  be  so  kind  as  to  undertake 
the  selection  of  a  lady,  with  a  fair  knowledge  of  Hindu- 
.stani,  who  would  consent  to  act  as  guide  and  companion 
to  the  Rani  of  Rotah  during  her  stay  in  London  on  her 
forthcoming  visit  to  England  with  the  Rajah?  If  Mrs 
Fleetwood  could  get  this  matter  settled  without  delay 
it  would  be  a  relief  to  all  concerned. 

"  Oh !  I  see  he  says  Captain  Somerton  is  coming 
home  with  the  Re.jah,"  said  Isabel,  her  eyes  still  on  the 
letter.  "  I  suppose  the  frontier  trouble  has  blown 
over." 

"  Yes,  I  suppose  so.  But  how  on  earth  am  I  to  find 
anyone  to  look  after  the  Rani?  I  don't  know  a  soul 
who  would  be  suitable." 

Fay  looked  at  her  mother.  Her  eyes  were  eager, 
her  cheeks  delicately  flushed  with  excitement.    "  Oh  I 
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mother,  do  select  me !  I  should  simply  love  it.  And  I 
haven't  forgotten  my  Hindustani  at  all.  I  often  even 
dream  in  Hindustani! " 

Following  her  first  feeling  of  astonishment,  Mrs 
Fleetwood's  instinct  was  to  object.  Yet  she  could 
think  of  no  valid  argument  against  Fay's  desire— she 
was  only  conscious  of  repugnance  towards  the  idea. 
For  the  moment  she  sat  in  perplexed  silence. 

"  You  wouldn't  really  like  it.  Fay,"  Isabel  said  in 

soft  reproach. 

"  I  should!    Of  course  I  should  enjoy  it  most 

thoroughly! " 

"  I  don't  know  what  your  father  would  have  said, 
Mrs  Fleetwood  put  forward  uneasily. 

"  I  am  certain  he  would  have  said  '  Yes,'  "  Fay 
decided.  "  A  good  salary  for  the  time  being,  a  unique 
experience— all  most  interesting.  I  wonder  what  the 
Rani  will  think  of  London !— and  the  Rajah  too.  What 
fun  for  Captain  Somerton  and  me!  " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  still  felt  troubled  and  m  doubt,  but 
the  mention  of  Clive  Somerton  by  Fay  gave  her  a 
certain  comfort.  A  little  secret  idea,  bom  in  the 
maternal  mind  during  Captain  Somerton's  farewell  visit 
last  time  he  was  at  home,  now  gained  vitality  and  be- 
came a  decided  hope.  That  time— when  Captain 
Somerton  asked  particularly  for  Fay— she  had  allowed 
herself  to  wonder—?  Then  nothing  further  c^e  of  it, 
no  letters,  except  one  of  condolence  to  herself  on  her 
husband's  death.  Fay  never  mentioned  him  except 
quite  casually,  and  the  poor  Uttle  idea  had  dwindled 
and  shrunk,  ahnost  died  altogether,  until  revived  now 
by  the  prospect  of  frequent  meetings  between  the  pair 
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should  she  consent  to  this,  Fay's  eager  wish.  Her  heart 
fluttered  with  gentle  pleasure.  Perhaps,  after  all,  one 
of  her  girls  was  to  find  the  right  sort  of  husband  and 
go  back  with  him  to  India  to  carry  on  the  family  con- 
nection with  the  country;  to  write  long  letters  home 
every  mail  about  the  housekeeping,  and  the  servants, 
and  the  old  familiar  life;  to  bring  home  babies!  Dear 
little  Fay  with  her  sweet,  true  nature,  and  her  inherent 
love  for  the  land  where  her  forbears  had  lived  and 
loved,  and  governed  and  fought,  for  generations  back. 
What  an  admirable  wife  she  would  be  for  this  man  with 
the  dark,  determined  face  and  conquering  character! 
Mrs  Fleetwood  always  had  liked  and  esteemed  Give 
Somerton.  So  as  far  as  she  was  able  she  stifled  her 
disapproval  of  Fay's  engagement  to  the  Rani  during 
their  London  visit,  and  felt  there  was  no  more  to  be 
said  or  done  at  present  save  write  to  her  husband's  old 
friend  and  tender  the  services  of  her  youngest  daughter, 
knowing  full  well  that  acceptance  without  question 
would  follow. 

It  was  just  at  this  juncture  that  Marion  returned 
from  the  Riviera.  When  Marion  came  home,  or  went 
away,  the  establishment  was  given  over  to  her  con- 
venience for  the  entire  day.  She  was  one  of  those 
people  who  have  the  knack  of  commanding  undivided 
attention,  when  they  require  it,  from  those  around 
them.  It  is  a  mysterious  faculty,  not  easily  to  be 
defined,  for  selfishness  is  not  alwa5rs  the  correct  ex- 
planation of  it.  All  selfish  people  have  not  the  power 
of  elicitmg  service  from  others.  But  whether  selfish- 
ness was  the  secret  of  Marioii's  influence  or  not,  the 
housemaid  invariably  packed  for  her  and  prepared  her 
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for  a  journey,  often  to  the  unavoidable  neglect  of  the 
woman's  other  duties;  the  parlourmaid  was  incited  to 
polish  to  perfection  her  toilet  silver  and  her  patent 
leather  shoes,  to  mend  gloves  and  stockings  and  iron 
blouses  during  her  busiest  hours,  and  as  often  as  not 
the  cook  was  commandeered  as  well.  Now  on  her 
return  from  abroad  a  fire  had  been  airing  her  bedroom 
all  day  despite  the  mildness  of  the  weather,  a  tea-gown 
hung  over  a  chair  before  the  fire,  the  bath  water  was 
hot,  tea  could  be  sent  in  at  any  moment.  The  very 
cabman  made  no  complaint  at  finding  he  was  expected 
to  carry  the  lady's  heavy  lugqage  upstairs  for  a  very 
small  addition  to  his  fare. 

Directly  Isabel  saw  her  sister  she  was  conscious  of  a 
subtle  change  in  Marion,  who  looked  handsomer  than 
ever,  yet  older,  harder,  more  self-contained.  Marion 
had  the  air  of  one  in  possession  of  some  knowledge  that 
rendered  her  at  once  superior  to  her  surroundings,  yet 
in  no  way  elated  thereby.  Something  must  have 
happened!  Isabel  observed  that  she  was  very  gracious 
to  them  all — ^said  she  was  quite  glad  to  be  home  again, 
admired  Isabel's  improvements  in  the  garden,  pro- 
nounced her  mother  to  be  looking  much  stronger,  was 
interested  in  Fay's  agreement  to  act  as  cicerone  to  the 
Rotah  Rani,  and  did  not  deride  the  plan  as  they  had  all 
half  anticipated  she  might  do.  But  throughout  she 
was  quite  impersonal,  just  as  her  letters  had  been  im- 
personal during  her  absence.  Yes,  Nice  was  delightful; 
Mrs  de  Wick  was  much  better  though  she  would  prob- 
ably be  obliged  to  go  to  Aix  in  July  to  get  quite  well. 
No,  they  had  not  been  very  gay;  at  first  Mrs  de  Wick's 
health  had  stood  in  the  way,  and  lately  people  had  been 
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leaving  the  place  as  the  season  was  nearly  over.  So 
on,  and  so  on— not  a  word  of  her  own  intimate  doings 
or  interests  or  affairs.  Certainly,  thought  Isabel  again. 
something  had  happened  I  She  hung  about  Marion 
furtively  all  the  evening  till  they  went  to  bed;  then  she 
could  endure  it  no  longer,  and  followed  her  into  her 
bedroom. 

"  Marion— do  tell  me!  "  she  urged. 
Marion  laughed  spontaneously.    "Why?    You  don't 
mean  to  say  I  look  like  it?  "  and  she  regarded  her  re- 
flection in  the  mirror  with  critical  attention. 
"  Like  what?  "  Isabel  inquired  breathlessly. 
"  As  if  I  was  engaged  to  be  married?  " 
"Oh!   Marion,  who  is  it?" 
"  Sir  Rowland  Curtice,"  was  the  petrifying  answer. 
Isabel  sat  down  on  the  bed  and  stammered.    "  But 
when,  how— when  did  it  happen?  "    She  was  confused, 
bewildered  by  Marion's  news. 

"  It  happened  just  before  I  came  home.  He  has 
been  at  Nice  all  the  time.  I  refused  him  soon  after 
we  got  out  there.  I  refused  him  again,  later  on.  The 
third  time,  when  he  was  sufficiently  abject,  I  said  '  Yes.' 
He  will  not  be  home  just  yet.  He  was  going  on  to 
Russia  and  I  made  him  keep  to  his  engagements,  but 
I  shall  marry  him  in  the  autumn  before  our  year  of 
mourning  is  over  because  it  will  be  cheaper  for  mother. 
A  quiet  wedding,  as  the  papers  will  say.  owing  to  mourn- 
ing in  the  bride's  family." 

"  But,  Marion,  are  you— do  you—?  "  Isabel  hesi- 
tated.   She  feared  the  answer. 

"  Am  I  in  love  with  him?  "  Marion  turned  out  the 
electric  light  with  slow  deliberation,  went  to  the  window 
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and  threw  it  open,  then  drew  up  a  chair  and  sat  resting 
her  arms  on  the  sill. 

Isabel  came  behind  her  and  looked  out.  A  waft  of 
damp,  scented  breeze  swept  her  face.  "Why,  it's 
raining !  "  she  said.    "  You'll  get  wet,  Marion." 

"  It  isn't  much,  and  I  like  the  air."  She  put  her 
hands  to  her  face  as  though  to  cool  it.  Outside  the 
gentle  rain  pattered  on  the  leaves  and  flowers,  otherwise 
everythmg  was  curiously  quiet,  not  even  a  footfall 
resounded  along  the  road.  There  was  a  faint  grey 
light  as  of  a  rising  moon  behind  vapoury  clouds. 

Isabel  sat  down  again  on  the  low  bedstead.  A 
sense  of  desolation  oppressed  her.  A  shrinking  from 
a  future  without  Marion— the  sister  and  companion 
she  so  lov"".  and  admired,  whose  actions  and  precepts 
she  had  r>^\er  questioned  since  as  little  girls  together 
the  one  had  led  and  dominated,  while  the  other  copied 
and  followed  in  slavish  acceptance  of  the  elder's  word 
and  example.  A  host  of  affectionate  recollections 
crowded  into  her  mind,  remembrances  all  darkened  by 
the  dread  of  separation,  by  the  dread,  too,  that  Marion 
might  find  no  real  happmess  in  this  step  she  seemed  so 
firmly  determined  to  take.  It  was  almost  the  deepest 
moment  of  emotion  in  Isabel's  passive  life. 

"  No,  I  am  not  in  love  with  him,"  said  Marion, 
calmly,  "  but  I  have  brought  him  crawling  and  begging 
to  my  feet,  and  he  can  give  me  money  and  position  and 
social  power.  Why  shouldn't  I  take  it  all?  One  can't 
have  everythmg.  I  refused  of  my  own  free  will  to  marry 
the  only  man  I  could  ever  have  cared  for,  and  now  he 
is  dead."  She  caught  her  breath  and  held  it  for  a 
moment  while  she  mastered  the  sob  that  threatened  to 
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shake  her.  "  I  am  not  rushing  blindly  into  this  mar- 
riage, Isabel.  I  know  what  I  am  doing,  and  I  think  it 
is  worth  doing.  I  don't  mean  to  allow  my  own  past 
folly  to  spoil  my  life.  If  Tom  had  come  home  and  asked 
me  again  to  marry  him  I  think  I  should  have  done  it, 
and  gone  back  to  India  a  more  humble-minded  person 
than  I  left  it!  As  it  is,  there  is  a  great  deal  to  live  for 
still,  from  my  point  of  view,  and  I  might  as  well  live  for 
it.  I  suppose  I  may  consider  myself  lucky  to  get  the 
chance!  " 

Isabel  only  cried. 

Marion  came  and  sxi  beside  her  sister  on  the  bed. 
"  Don't,  Isabel  dear.    What's  the  matter?  " 

"  Oh,  supposing  he  is  unkind  and  horrid  to  you!  " 

Marion  laughed.  "  I'm  not  at  all  afraid,"  she  said 
confidently.  "  I  am  much  more  likely  to  be  unkind 
and  horrid  to  him,  though  I  shall  try  not  to  be.  Listen, 
darling  " — she  kissed  Isabel  tenderly — "  there  is  no 
need  whatever  to  be  miserable.  I'm  going  to  enjoy 
life  as  far  as  possible.  Perhaps  if  I  had  married  Tom 
Gray  I  shouldn't  have  been  happy,  and  there  would 
have  been  no  riches  or  luxury  to  fall  back  upon  by  way 
of  consolation.  I  don't  fear  the  future  for  mj^f  at  all. 
But  there  is  something  that  worries  me — that  has 
worried  me  ever  since  that  horrible  evening  when 
mother  brought  The  Pioneer  Mail  into  the  drawing- 
room  and  I  realized  what  Tom's  d5dng  meant  to 
me. 

Isabel  was  tearfully  interrogative. 

"  It  is  the  feeling  that  I  influenced  you  all  wrong, 
Isabel,  about  Arthur  Dakin.  Long  ago,  if  it  hadn't 
been  for  me,  you  might  have  married  him  and  been 
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happy  in  your  own  kind,  unselfish  way.    I  only  saw 
what  I  had  done  that  night  when—" 

"  Oh!  Marion  dearest,  don't  /  You  only  wanted  to 
save  me  from  trouble  and  hardship  and  anything  dis- 
agreeable. And  there  was  really  nothing  between  us, 
he  never  really  said  anything—" 

Isabel's  quiet  weeping  turned  into  shattering  tears 
and  sobs.    The  sisters  held  each  other  tightly. 

In  a  little  while  Marion  withdrew  herself  from  Isabel's 
convulsive  embrace.  "  Isabel."  she  said,  "  you  must 
stop  crying.  Mother  will  hear  you.  Besides,  I  want 
to  tell  you  something  else." 

In  the  enforced  calm  that  followed  Isabel  listened  to 
a  scheme  unfolded  by  her  sister— that  when  the  living 
at  Batch  fell  vacant,  which  it  was  to  do  this  autumn. 
Sir  Rowland  should  offer  it  to  the  Rev.  Arthur  Dakin. 
Marion  in  the  meantime  would  write  to  him,  tell  him 
of  her  approaching  marriage,  and  sound  him  on  the 
subject  of  accepting  the  living  that  was  in  the  gift  of 
her  future  husband. 

"  That  is,  if  you'd  like  him  to  have  the  living,  Isabel. 
Of  course  he  would  jump  at  it.  I  believe  it's  a  very 
good  li\-ing  as  livings  go  nowadays." 

At  first  Isabel  was  speechless  with  gladness  and 
gratitude.  Then  she  began  to  apprehend  obstacles. 
She  feared  Mr  Dakin  might  think  his  duty  lay  in  India. 
In  that  case,  Marion  decided,  they  would  all  go  out  to 
India  after  she  had  become  Lady  Curtice— in  order, 
ostensibly,  that  Sfr  Rowland  might  complete  the  tour 
that  was  interrupted  by  fever,  and  finish  his  ridiculous 
book.  But  perhaps,  persisted  Isabel,  Mr  Dakin  had 
forgotten  all  about  her,  and  cared  for,  or  was  already 
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married  to.  somebody  else?    To  this  Marion  replied 
that  at  anyrate  he  was  not  married  or  even  engaged- 
she  knew  this,  for  she  had  made  it  her  business  to  find 
out  from  some  Indian  people  who  were  breaking  their 
homeward  journey  at  Nice,  people  who  were  intimate 
fnends  of  Mr  Dakin's  and  had  actually  come  direct  from 
the  very  station  where  he  was  at  present  the  chaplain. 
"  And  now.  after  aU  this."  said  Marion,  prosaically 
"  I  should  like  to  go  to  bed.    You  seem  to  forget  that 
I've  been  travelling  for  the  last  I  don't  know  how  many 
hours! "  ^ 
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CHAPTER  XVI 

T  T  was  June,  the  beginning  of  June,  and  London  kne 
1  no  peace  by  day  or  night.  Turmoil,  clamou 
haste  continued  without  pause.  The  machinery  < 
business,  duty,  pleasure  driving  ceaselessly  at  highe; 
speed.  The  streets  were  like  streams  whose  eddies  an 
undercurrents  kept  variegated  masses  of  wreckage  an 
litter  for  ever  on  the  move. 

It  was  a  cheerful  energy  that  filled  the  air  thi 
morning.  A  light  breeze  blew  snow-white  cloud 
across  a  clean  blue  sky;  piles  of  flowers,  bright  an 
sweet,  decorated  the  street  comers— such  a  contrast  t 
their  dingy  vendors;  window-boxes  blazed  with  coloui 
trees  in  the  parks  and  squares  swayed,  freshly  green 
undulled  as  yet  by  dust  and  grime.  It  was  all  invigo 
rating,  optimistic,  confident,  as  though  drenching  rain 
poisonous  fog,  cold  and  darkness  were  evils  never  to  b( 
endured  or  apprehended. 

The  Rani  of  Rotah  looked  out  of  the  window  of  hei 
spacious  bedroom  in  a  hotel  that  specialized  in  accom 
modation  for  Eastern  visitors  of  wealth  and  rank 
Dully  she  marvelled  at  the  moving  scene  below,  then 
turned  in  confiding  fashion  to  Fay  Fleetwood,  who,  just 
arrived  at  the  hotel,  had  been  conducted  to  the  Rani's 
private  suite  of  rooms. 

"So  many  people  come  and  go,"  she  said  in  Hindu- 
stani, for,  owing  to  her  late  mother-in-law's  preiudices 
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she  could  speak  nothing  else;  "  come  and  go  so  quickly, 
run,  walk,  sit  in  gharry.  London  is  a  very,  very  big 
bazaar."  ^ 

The  party  from  India  had  been  a  week  in  London, 
but  the  Rani  required  time  to  recover  from  the  effects 
of  the  voyage,  which  had  really  affected  her  health,  and 
she  was  only  now  beginning  to  take  note  of  her  strange 
new  surroundings.  With  her  in  the  room  were  a  couple 
of  waitmg-maids  who  looked  like  ordinary  ayahs-  also 
a  stout  aunt  of  the  Rajah's,  with  iron-grey  hair 'and  a 
foolish  face  who  chewed  betel-nut  industriously  and 
It  must  be  admitted,  now  and  then  spat  the  juice  on  to 
the  carpet;  this  lady's  grand-daughter,  too,  a  merry 
eager  little  person  called  Munia. 

The  room  was  in  hopeless  confusion,  littered  with 
clothes  and  cushions  and  rezais  (native  quilts),  portions 
of  hookahs  delicately  worked  in  silver,  ivory  or  ebony 
There  were  p4n-boxes  of  different  sizes  and  shapes 
and  articles  and  cosmetics  taken  from  toUet  boxes  and 
not  put  back  again.    But  despite  all  the  rubbish  and 
the  chaos,  and  the  smell  of  musky  perfume  and  carda- 
moms and  camphor.  Fay's  heart  warmed  to  these  Indian 
women— to  their  naive  simplicity  and  chUdlike  attitude 
towards  Ufe,  their  gentle  movements  and  graceful  garb 
How  pretty  was  the  Rani's  costume  of  soft  draperies 
m  vanous  yeUow  shades,  and  a  fine  sUk  muslin  veU 
embroidered   in   gold  thread  — a   fashion  that   had 
never  been  changed  since  first  it  was  introduced   no 
one  could  say   how   long   ago  — a   fashion   elegant 
femmme  and  wise,  that  gave  freedom  of  hmb  and 
organ.  « 

Fay  caught  sight  of  her  own  reflection  in  a  large 
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cheval  glass  placed  at  right  angles  to  the  window,  and 
it  struck  her  that  a  hat  was  really  an  absurd  erection! 
Hers  was  a  pretty  hat,  and  she  knew  it  became  her, 
but,  when  you  considered  the  question,  how  ridiculous 
to  sew  artificial  flowers  and  scraps  of  material  on  to 
a  sort  of  straw  basket  turned  upside  down  to  place  upon 
your  held?  That  was  what  it  came  to,  literally,  after 
all  I  Then  she  remembered  her  other  hats,  one  in  par- 
ticular that  was  of  rather  ultra-fashionable  shape  with 
feathers  that  stood  up  at  the  latest  angie.  And  yet 
people  laughed  at  head-dresses,  hardly  more  grotesque, 
assumed  by  savage  tribes. 

Unconsciously  Fay  turned,  till  now  she  faced  the 
mirror,  gazing  thoughtfully  at  the  picture  of  herself 
wearing  a  large  black  hat  and  a  white  coat  and  skirt 
with  black  facings;  and  presently  beside  her  own  re- 
flection appeared  that  of  the  little  Rani,  preening  her- 
self, drawing  the  delicate  wrapper  further  on  to  her 
sleek  dark  head,  then  throwing  it  further  back  till  it 
caught  on  the  tight  knob  of  hair  at  .he  nape  of  her  neck. 
The  two  stood  side  by  side — one  tall,  slender,  fair- 
skinned,  grey-eyed,  in  Western  dress  that  yet  could  not 
minimize  her  beauty;  the  other  small,  dark,  plain,  but 
picturesque,  almost  pleasing,  thanks  in  great  part  to 
her  clothing.  .  .  .  Fay  might  have  looked  charming 
dressed  as  the  Rani  was  dressed,  yet  what  a  spectacle 
would  the  little  Rani  have  presented  in  an  English  hat 
and  a  coat  and  skirt  I  Fay  could  have  laughed  as  she 
imagined  such  a  tranr'"'»rmation;  yet  the  Rani,  draped 
as  she  was  in  delicate  labrics  of  lovely  hues  that  suited 
the  darkness  of  her  skin  and  her  mouse-brown  eyes,  was 
an  arresting  vision,  a  little  Indian  princess,  though  she 
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posses.wd  in  fact  a  button  nose,  coarse  lips,  and  a  face 
that  was  deplorably  homely  in  outline. 

"  Why  do  you  not  wear  pretty  colours?  "  inquired 
the  Rani,  regarding  Fay's  black-and-white  raiment  with 
disfavour. 

"  Because  my  father  died  not  long  ago,"  ex- 
plained Fay,  gravely,  "  and  with  us  black  means 
mourning." 

The  Rani  nodded.  "  Yes.  I  understand,"  she  said 
with  sympathy,  "  to  scare  away  the  ghost." 

To  turn  the  subject  Fay  inquired  when  they  were 
to  go  out.  She  knew  that  a  carriage  and  pair  had  been 
hired  for  their  use. 

"  To-day,"  said  the  Rani,  vaguely,  "  or  perhaps  to- 
morrow. Hitherto  my  health  has  troubled  me,  so 
that  I  could  not  go.  Yes,  to-day  we  will  eat  the  air, 
and  I  will  buy  some  English  clothes." 

Fay's  spirits  sank.  "Oh I  Pani,"  she  protested, 
"  do  you  mean  to  wear  English  clothes  when  you  have 
such  lovely  Indian  things  and  look  so  caarming  in 
them?  " 

"Of  course  1"  cried  the  Rani.  "What  else?  I 
will  buy  shoes  and  stockings,  red,  blue,  white.  And 
a  hat  like  thinf  own,  only  of  a  pretty  colour — ^not  black. 
And  a  long  iope  of  feathers  to  put  around  my  neck." 
She  considered  for  a  moment,  then  added:  "And  a 
cloak  such  as  the  English  ladies  wore  in  the  evenings 
on  the  deck  of  the  ship."  She  gave  an  involuntary 
shudder.  "Ai!  but  how  ill  I  was  on  the  ship.  I 
thought  I  was  surely  about  to  die.  And  Munia  too 
and  old  Leela.    We  were  all  very  ill." 

"  Sea-seek,"  said  Munia,  laboriously  and  with  pride. 
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She  laughed.  dis|4a3ring  exqiiisite  teeth,  sound  anc 
perfect  and  milky  white,  not  stained,  as  were  the  Rani'i 
and  Leela's,  with  disfiguring  betel-nut  juice.  InteUi 
gence.  refinement,  character  were  apparent  in  th< 
oval  face,  firm  little  features  and  brilliant  eyes 
Healthy  too  the  child  undoubtedly  was,  whereas  th< 
Rani  lacked  stamina,  and  had  an  unwholesom< 
appearance. 

"  With  thy  help  and  advice  I  shall  buy  man] 
things,"  planned  the  Rani,  with  satisfaction.  "  Ant 
then  thou  wilt  take  me  to  visit  ail  the  great  ladies  ii 
London?  To-day  doth  the  Rajah  go  with  Captaii 
Somerton  to  behold  some  horse-racing.  We  can  se* 
them  start  from  the  window.  They  will  go  in  a  gharrj 
that  runs  by  itself  with  no  horses.  To-morrow  shal 
we  go  B3)d  -^ay  visits  to  the  burra-mems?  " 

Fay  endeavoured  to  make  her  imderstand  that  i 
was  not  the  custom  in  England  to  call  upon  people  on* 
did  not  know,  though  English  people  did  so  in  India 
but  the  Rani  only  became  puzzled  and  inclined  to  b( 
sulky.  Fay  turned  over  in  her  mind  the  names  o 
Anglo-Indian  and  other  friends  in  London  who  woul( 
be  pleased  if  she  brought  the  Rani  to  visit  them,  whc 
would  be  kind  and  sympathetic  and  willing  to  help  th( 
little  lady  to  enjoy  her  stay  in  London;  but  she  fel 
distinctly  reluctant  to  take  the  Rani  anywhere  i 
arrayed  in  coloured  shoes  and  stockings,  a  hat,  and  ai 
evening  cloak  I    What  was  to  be  done? 

She  reverted  to  the  question  of  clothes,  and  tried  t( 
explain  that  people  in  England  admired  the  dress  o 
Indian  ladies.  She  advised  the  Rani  to  remain  faithfu 
to  the  costume  of  her  country. 
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Munia  came  forward  with  covert  mischief  in  her 
eyes  though  her  speech  to  the  Rani  was  humbly  re- 
spectful. "  Why  not  put  on  the  hat  and  coat  of  the 
Miss,  your  Highness?  " 

"  Wahl  wah!"  applauded  Leela,  who  had  seated 
herself  on  the  floor  with  her  back  to  the  wall  and  was 
combing  her  grey  locks. 

The  Rani's  dull  eyes  brightened.  She  clapped  her 
tiny  brown  hands  laden  with  rings.  Then  began  to 
unwind  her  veil  and  fumble  hastily  with  hidden  strings 
about  her  waist.  Her  bracelets  and  anklets  made  a 
quick,  tinkling  noise. 

"  Here,  youl "  she  called  to  the  two  ayahs 
who  stood  looking  and  listening  with  grins  on 
their  faces.  "Come  and  render  help.  The  Miss- 
sahib  will  put  on  my  clothes  and  I  will  put  on 
hers!  " 

Fay  perceived  that  expostulation  would  only  cause 
offence.  Moreover,  she  reflected,  it  might  be  just  as 
well  for  the  Rani  to  realize  how  grotesque  would  be  her 
appearance  in  European  garments.  Smiling,  she  sub- 
mitted to  the  change,  and  presently  there  stood  in  front 
of  the  looking-glass  a  stumpy  little  figure  enveloped  in 
Fay's  coat  and  skirt,  and  Fay's  hat  trimmed  with  black 
roses  wobbling  on  an  oily  round  head.  The  poor  little 
woman  looked  like  a  Eurasian  nurse-maid,  and  Fay 
found  it  difficult  to  keep  her  gravity.  Then  over  the 
Rani's  shoulder  she  caught  a  glimpse  of  herself— a  taD 
ghost  shrouded  in  yellow,  with  two  grey  eyes  paled  by 
the  vivid  colour  of  the  wrapper,  staring  from  under 
rufiled  dark  hair.  She  was  uncomfortably  aware  that 
the  Rani's  little  silk  coat  refused  to  meet  across  her 
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chest,  and  that  the  skirt  did  not  reach  very  far  below 

her  knees. 

Munia,  Leda,  the  Rani  and  the  ayahs  shrieked 
unrestrainedly  with  laughter,  in  which  Fay  joined. 
The  hat  fell  off  the  Rani's  head  but  she  picked  it  up 
and  crushed  it  on  again,  gathering  up  the  white  skirt 
that  lay  in  folds  on  the  ground  and  holding  it  behind 
her  with  the  important  air  of  a  child  "  dressed  up  "  for 
a  treat  in  the  clothes  of  an  adult.  The  Rani  was  en- 
joying herself  more  than  she  had  done  since  she  left 

India. 

"  No,  no,''  she  cried,  surveying  the  English  gu:l, 
"  that  will  not  do.  The  clothes  are  too  short  and  too 
tight.  Leela  is  long  and  has  a  broad  breast.  Bring 
out  the  blue  wrapper,"  she  commanded  her  maids, 
"  and  the  blue  jacket  and  skirt  that  were  bought  for 
Leela  before  we  began  to  travel— which  she  hath  never 

yet  put  on." 

Amid  excited  chatter  and  bustle  the  garments  in 
question  were  produced,  and  Fay  was  attired  in  a  native 
woman's  costume  of  a  soft,  dull  blue.  A  muslin 
wrapper  with  a  silver  border  was  draped  over  her  head 
and  wound  in  correct  fashion  about  her  body.  A 
string  of  large,  irregular  pearls  was  fastened  round  her 
neck,  and  wide  pearl  rings  were  hung  in  her  ears.  Then 
there  were  exclamations  of  approval,  and  Fay  was  made 
to  turn  thb  way  and  that,  to  show  herself  off  to  advan- 
tage. The  Rani,  apparently,  was  equally  satisfied  with 
her  own  appearance,  for  she  returned  again  and  again 
to  the  looking-glass  to  gaze  at  her  reflection,  and  balance 
the  hat  at  different  angles  on  her  head. 

It  was  a  curious  little  scene,  and  Fay  was  tiring  of  it, 
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when,  >¥ithout  warning,  the  door  opened  and  the  Rajah 
of  Rotah  stood  on  the  threshold. 

Framed  in  the  doorway  he  made  an  admirable 
picture,  dressed  in  fine  white  cloth  with  touches  of  blue 
and  gold,  an  aigrette  fastened  with  an  uncut  diamond 
rising  from  his  turban.  Since  last  Fay  saw  him  his 
shoulders  had  broadened,  his  face  was  leaner,  his 
moustache  was  that  of  a  man.  It  was  a  good  face  as 
well  as  handsome,  but  lines  were  ruled  on  it  ahready, 
left  there  by  many  a  battle  between  hereditary  instincts 
of  evil,  and  knowledge,  for  the  most  part  acted  upon, 
of  right  behaviour. 

Speechless,  he  gazed  at  Fay  as  though  she  were  a 
figure  in  a  dream,  standing  there  before  him  dressed 
as  his  own  women  were  dress<"!,  the  blue  sari  framing 
her  fair  face,  the  colour  wanning  the  soft  grey  of  her 
eyes.    Hastily  she  moved  forward. 

"Oh!  Rajah-sahib,"  she  said,  "how  are  you? 
You  see  we  have  been  dressing  up— amusing  our- 
selves! " 

Her  manner  was  natural  and  pliant,  and  she  put 
out  her  hand.  He  held  it  for  a  moment  —  a  form 
of  salute  so  imnatural  to  an  Oriental,  and  at  the 
back  of  the  Oriental  mind  regarded  as  uncouth,  even 
distasteful — then  he  salaamed  with  courteous  cere- 
mony. 

"  Miss  Fleetwood,"  was  all  he  said  in  a  low  voice. 
And  Fay  drew  back  into  the  room  where  Munia  was 
hiding  her  face  and  shaking  with  silent  laughter.  The 
Rani  stood  in  front  of  her  husband,  stood  solemn  and 
important,  conceitedly  complacent  in  Miss  Fleetwood's 
clothes.    Rotah's  face  darkened  with  angry  contempt. 
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Fay's  heart  was  sore  with  pity  for  both  wife  and  hus- 
band. 

"  It  is  not  my  wish,"  he  said  slowly  and  with  obvious 
self-control,  "  that  you  should  dress  in  the  English 
manner." 

Evidently  he  had  divined  the  Rani's  aspirations  and 
thought  it  wiser  to  damp  them  without  delay.  In  a 
moment  the  Rani  had  flung  Fay's  hat  to  the  far  end 
of  the  room.  She  tore  at  the  coat,  wrestling  distractedly 
with  the  buttons.  Then  she  attempted  to  advance 
towards  her  husband,  but  stumbled  over  the  skirt 
that  wound  itself  about  her  feet  and  ankles,  so  that 
she   collapsed,    a   tangled,  helpless   heap   upon  the 

floor. 

Rotah  turned  quietly  from  the  room,  and  closed  the 
door  behmd  him.  Fay  felt  angry  with  him,  but  she 
had  no  time  now  to  think  of  anjrthing  but  the  rescue 
of  her  clothes,  which  she  feared  would  be  torn  to  rags 
before  her  eyes  by  the  aggrieved,  resentful  little  Rani, 
who  wept  and  stormed  and  vowed  she  would  throw 
herself  out  of  the  window  or  down  a  well,  would  take 
poison  or  dash  out  her  brains  against  the  wall.  .  .  . 
Old  Leela  did  her  best  to  pacify  her  august  relative, 
and  murmured  apologetically  to  Miss  Fleetwood,  who 
realized  that  beneath  the  apathy  and  the  childlike 
impulses  of  the  Rani's  temperament  there  lurked  a 
revengeful  spirit  and  untutored  passions. 

In  time  the  Rani  exhausted  herself  with  emotion 
and  anger,  and  tea  had  to  be  brewed,  and  native  re- 
storatives produced,  before  it  was  possible  to  reason 
with  her.  She  listened  sulkily  as  Fay  pointed  out  with 
all  the  tact  at  her  command  that  evidently  the  Rajah 
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admired  his  Rani  most  in  the  costume  of  her  own  land, 
adding  that  for  her  part  she  quite  endorsed  his  taste; 
therefore,  she  argued,  was  it  not  best  to  please  him  in 
such  a  small  matter— to  decide  to  purchase  only  such 
things  as  would  hannonize  with  her  beautiful  saris 
and  petticoats,  and  so  render  herself  more  pleasing  in 
his  sight  than  ever? 

Then  the  Rani  grew  interested,  and  heard  with 
gracious  attention  of  all  the  pretty  trifles  to  be  found  in 
London  shops— embroidered  bags,  and  painted  fans, 
and  dainty  scarves  and  handkerchiefs.     Fay  men- 
tioned numberless  articles  at  random,  with  the  result 
that  in  the  afternoon,  after  considerable  delay  and 
much  unnecessary  fuss  and  discussion,  the  Rani  and 
Leela  and  Munia   went   out   with   "Miss   Fe-Utter- 
vood,"   as  they  called  her,   in  a  closed   landau,   a 
native  orderly,  gorgeous  in  gold  and  scarlet,  perched 
uncomfortably  on  the  box  beside  the  imperturbable 
English  coachman.    Fay  felt  relieved  that  the  rather 
unhappy  condition  of  her  hat  and  coat  mattered  little, 
for  as  they  drove  along  the  streets,  and  trailed  through 
one  or  two  shops,  pubHc  attention  was  attracted  to 
the  strange  veiled  figures,  not  to  the  appearance  of  the 
EngUsh  girl  who  accompanied  them.    She  brought  the 
Rani  back  to  the  hotel  in  excellent  humour,  the  carriage 
blocked  with  parcels— toys,   purses,  vases,   artificial 
flowers,  sweetmeats  and  cakes,  to  enumerate  a  few  of  the 
purchases— and  for  the  rest  of  the  evening  Fay  was 
free  to  remain  in  her  own  rooms,  while  her  charges 
in  their  adjoining  suite  of  apartments  examined  and 
admired  their  new  acquisitions  and  chattered  over 
them  endlessly. 
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That  evening  Fay  Fleetwood  saw  Clive  Somerton 
He  was  not  staying  in  the  hotel  but  presented  himsel 
there  most  da^^s  to  supervise  the  Rajah's  plans,  to  g< 
out  with  him,  and  escort  him  to  entertainments  anc 
sights  of  interest.  To-night  Rotah  and  his  retinu< 
were  to  be  taken  to  the  theatre,  and  Captain  Somertoi 
arriving  at  the  hotel  half  an  hour  too  early,  of  intention 
asked  to  see  Miss  Fleetwood. 

He  found  her  reading  in  her  sitting-room,  where  i 
table  was  laid  ready  for  her  solitary  dinner.  She  won 
a  thin  black  gown  with  transparent  yoke  aiid  sleeves— 
a  charming  vision,  cool,  firesh,  fragrant.  There  was 
something  of  fairy  fragility  in  the  finish  of  her  smal 
head  and  slender  neck,  in  the  curves  of  her  sensitive 
features,  and  the  lines  of  her  feet  and  hands — a  buoyant 
delicacy,  as  of  butterflies  or  thistledown,  that  gave  no 
suggestion  of  weakness  or  debility.  She  sprang  up, 
unfeignedly  pleased  to  see  him,  as  he  came  into  the 
room,  well-dressed,  well-groomed,  bronzed  and  wiry- 
looking  rather  older  than  his  actual  age  by  reason  of  the 
grey  in  his  hair,  and  the  lines  imprinted  on  his  face  by 
exposure,  rough  living  and  danger. 

"  Do  you  remember  the  last  time  we  met?  "  he  said, 
when  greetings  were  over—"  under  a  gas-lamp,  on  an 
asphalt  pathway,  and  on  such  a  cold  night !  " 

He  hardly  neard  her  answer,  so  engrossed  was  he  in 
rememoration  of  his  own  frame  of  mind  at  the  time  to 
which  he  reierred.  He  was  recalling  how  violently  he 
had  resented  her  subtle  attraction;  how  he  had  clung 
to  the  belief  that  his  delivery  lay  in  the  future;  how 
afterwards,  back  in  the  midst  of  the  old  satisfying  life, 
he  had  done  "  all  he  knew  "  to  cure  himself  of  the  un- 
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welcome  visitation  that  disturbed  his  thoughts  and 
made  resUess  his  nights  and  days.  Between  the  claims 
of  his  work,  his  books,  his  guns  and  hard  exercise  he 
had  allowed  himself  no  leisure  for  sentimental  remem- 
brance; so  that,  gradually,  a  pair  of  soft  grey  eyes  came 
less  often  between  him  and  the  interests  of  the  moment, 
the  little  rasping  hanker  in  his  heart  almost  ceased  to 
interfere  with  his  daily  contentment.  .  .  .  Rethought 
and  hoped  he  had  forgotten.  Then  when  he  heard  that 
Fay  was  to  companion  the  Rani  while  in  London  it 
seemed  as  if  Fate  had  determined  to  test  him— and 
now  it  was  with  a  sense  of  doubtful  curiosity  that  he 
had  deliberately  sought  her  presence,  deciding  that 
should  his  pulses  beat  faster  at  sight  of  her  he  would 
manage  to  avoid  her,  as  far  as  was  possible,  during  the 
short  period  that  they  would  both  be  on  duty  with  the 
Rajah  and  the  Rani.  Such  a  course  would  not  be 
difficult,  seeing  that  the  Indian  couple  seldom  went 
anywhere  together  in  public,  and  during  private  com- 
panionship had  only  their  native  suite  about  them. 

Retribution  for  his  arrogant  self-confidence  fell  on 
Clive  Somerton's  head.  The  moment  he  again  beheld 
Fay  Fleetwood,  in  the  soft  evening  gown,  her  graceful 
neck  rising  bare  from  the  filmy  folds,  he  recognizee  that 
a  fresh  battle  lay  before  him,  that  resistance  to  her 
charms  could  only  be  a  matter  of  the  severest  self- 
discipUne.  .  .  .  For  the  present,  however,  he  put  all 
thought  of  the  struggle  away  from  him,  and  the  pair 
talked  easily,  telling  each  other  of  their  doings  since 
their  last  meeting;  they  touched  intimately  on  Mr 
Fleetwood's  death,  discussed  with  sympathetic  himiour 
Marion's  engagement  to  Sir  Rowland  Curtice;   d\.^t 
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on  Fay's  pleasure  at  this  unexpected  opportimity 
reviving  her  associations  with  India.    She  descrilx 
to  Captain  Somerton  with  a  feeling  for  comedy  the  scei 
that  was  interrupted  by  Rotah  in  the  Rani's  bedroor 

"  What  I  must  have  looked  like!  "  she  said,  ai 
laughed.  "  And  the  Rani,  poor  little  thing,  was  tl 
most  extraordinary  object.  Rotah  was  quite  angi 
with  her,  and  no  wonder!  " 

Somerton  rose  and  stood  by  the  mantelpiec 
fingering  a  china  ornament.  The  fact  of  her  havir 
been  surprised  by  Rotah  in  native  dress  annoyed  hi 
vaguely. 

"  Don't  let  them  worry  you,"  he  said;  though  1 
knew  that  no  such  thing  was  probable. 

"Oh!  they  won't,  of  course,"  said  Fay,  ratb 
surprised  at  his  tone;  "  they're  all  very  nice  to  me,  on] 
one  has  to  be  patient  with  them  and  remember  the 
they  are  not  much  more  than  children  in  their  waj 
and  ideas  —  children  with  grown-up  bodies,  whic 
makes  it  more  difficult.  That  cousin  of  Rotah's,  Muni: 
is  a  dear  little  soul.  I  should  like  to  see  her  educate( 
She  ought  to  be  sent  to  school." 

"  I'll  suggest  it  to  Rotah.  You  know,"  he  adde 
significantly,  "  if  there  are  no  more  children  Rotah  wi 
have  to  take  another  wife.  The  State  would  demani 
it,  as  well  as  Custom  and  Religion." 

"  And  you  think  Munia — ?  " 

"Oh!  well — ^perhaps  in  time.  It  sounds  roug] 
luck  on  the  Rani  according  to  our  notions,  but  0 
course  she'd  accept  it,  and  she  would  always  hold  he 
oflRcial  position  as  first  wife.  I  don't  think  Rotah': 
the  kind  of  fellow  to  slight  her  in  any  way.    Poor  littl( 
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woman— I  believe  she  was  very  seedy  all  this  last 
year.    How  does  she  look  now?  " 

"  Not  really  well,"  said  Fay.  with  concern.  "  And 
she  has  no  self-control— stuffs  herself  with  sweets  and 
cakes.  She  asked  to  be  taken  to  the  biggest  sweet-shop 
in  London  this  afternoon,  so  we  went  to  Buszard's;  she 
bought  pounds  of  such  things,  and  ordered  a  replica  of 
an  enormous  wedding-cake  that  took  her  fancy.  By 
the  way,  she  is  very  anxious  to  see  the  Queen  and  asked 
if  we  couldn't  go  to  Buckingham  Palace  to-morrow 
morning  I  She  thought  if  we  sent  word  to  Her  Majesty 
this  evening  it  would  give  plenty  of  time  for  all  the 
menkind  to  be  cleared  out  of  the  way  before  we  arrived ! 
I  found  it  rather  difl&cult  to  make  her  understand  that 
she  must  have  permission  first  before  paying  her  re- 
spects, and  that  the  Queen  would  choose  her  own  day 
and  hour.    What  am  I  to  do  about  it?  " 

He  told  her,  and  dictated  a  rough  draft  of  what  she 
should  write  in  the  matter.  She  was  to  explain  to  the 
proper  intermediary  that  the  Rani  had  never  before 
been  further  than  her  husband's  own  domain  in  India, 
that  she  had  braved  what,  to  her,  were  terrible  risks 
by  land  and  sea  in  order  to  visit  England,  and  now  were 
she  obliged  to  return  to  her  own  country  without  having 
seen  her  Queen  Empress  the  disappointment  would  be 
keen. 

"  Then,"  continued  Fay,  "  she  is  very  anxious  to  go 
to  a  theatre,  and  see  English  acting.  What  about  a 
melodrama?  or  do  you  think  a  Gaiety  piece  would 
please  her  better?  " 

"  Try  the  latter  to  begin  with,"  he  advised.  "  Shall 
I  get  you  a  box  for  one  evening  next  week?  " 
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"  Yes,  please  do.  And  can  you  suggest  other  entei 
tainments  that  might  appeal  to  her?  " 

"  Oh!  the  Zoo  and  Madame  Tussaud's,  and  dri\ 
down  to  Hampton  Court.  That  kind  of  thing.  Rota 
and  I  did  it  all  most  religiously  while  the  Rsmi  was  n 
covering  from  the  effects  of  the  voyage.  Don't  yo 
think  Rotah  is  enormously  improved?  Though  < 
course  he  has  his  College  training  as  well  as  his  own  goo 
sense  to  thank  for  his  development,  it  was  I  who  helpe 
him  over  all  his  early  stiles  when  he  was  a  rebellious 
angry  little  wretch — ^though  I  must  say  he  always  ha 
a  generous  heart.  I've  been  with  him  in  his  holidaj 
and  I've  seen  him  shaping  well  from  the  beginninf 
and  I'm  rather  proud  of  my  share  in  the  result!  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Fay,  slowly,  and  she  recalled  Rotah' 
face  and  bearing  during  the  brief  moments  when  he  ha 
stood  in  the  doorway  of  the  Rani's  room  that  morning 
"  He  looked  to  me  '  grown  up,'  and  as  if  he  had  grow 
up  in  the  right  way." 

She  listened,  interested,  as  Somerton  talked  eagerl; 
of  the  being  whose  mind  and  character  he  had  helpei 
to  mould  and  train.  He  told  her  of  the  youth's  desir 
to  learn  all  that  would  tend  to  make  him  a  judiciou 
ruler  of  men,  of  his  acts  of  self-control,  and  his  studiou 
leanings — ^how  he  read  and  absorbed  the  ancient  writ 
ings  of  his  people,  with  their  ethical  wisdom  and  gran( 
ideals. 

"  Rotah's  a  real  good  boy,"  said  Clive,  with  affection 
ate  enthusiasm,  "  and  I  only  wish  his  State  was  one  o 
the  big  Native  Territories.  When  you  see  how  soitk 
of  our  Indian  princes  behave  it's  enough  to  make  on( 
sick." 
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"  Do  you  think  Rotah  was  happy  at  College?  " 
asked  Fay. 

"  Yes,  I  think  so,  on  the  whole,  though  it  couldn't 
have  been  an  altogether  easy  time  for  him.  Now  and 
then  he  talks  to  me  about  it.  He  liked  his  tutors,  and 
apparently  they  fully  appreciated  his  efforts  to  follow 
their  precepts  and  example.  In  some  ways  he's  very 
reticent,  and  he  thinks  a  great  deal  more  than  he  says. 
One  day  he  confided  to  me  that  though  he  owed  so  much 
to  his  College  training,  and  to  my  influence,  there  had 
been  one  other  factor  in  his  life  that  had  urged  him  to 
take  advantage  of  his  opportunities  more  than  anything 
else  could  have  done.  He  wouldn't  explain  or  enlarge 
on  what  he  meant,  and  I've  often  wondered  about  it. 
But  whatever  it  was  it's  likely  to  be  a  real  blessing,  not 
only  for  himself  but  for  his  State  and  people." 

Fay  looked  out  of  the  window,  into  the  dusty  glow 
of  the  sunset  that  was  merging  into  twilight,  and  her 
heart  quickened  with  a  sudden,  silent  question — Could 
it  have  been  the  words  she  had  spoken  to  Rotah  on  the 
fort  walls  that  afternoon  when  he  and  she  had  stood  ani 
looked  over  the  teeming  native  city,  and  he  had  given 
her  his  stammering  assurance  that  he  would  do  his  best  ? 

After  Somerton  had  gone  she  sat  and  thought  very 
kindly  of  the  young  Indian  ruler — speculating  as  to 
how  he  nidght  regard  the  customs  of  his  own  people  in 
the  light  of  his  Western  education — whether  he  could 
ever  hope  to  alter  or  even  modify  usages  that  were  so 
old,  wa3rs  that  had  so  obstinately  resisted  progress, 
that  had  paralysed  an  ancient  and  marvellous  people 
for  so  many  centuries?  .  .  .  She  thought  with  S3an- 
pathy  of  his  loneliness  when,  a  few  months  hence,  he 
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would  be  "placed  upon  the  Cushion,"  with  powci 
given  over  to  him  of  life  and  death,  and  prosperity  c 
oppression  for  others,  when  the  supreme  trial  of  hi 
life  was  full  upon  him.  How  would  he  stand  it?  Wa 
he  strong  enough  to  win  or  would  he  sink  beneath  th 
weight  of  age-old  tendencies,  beliefs  and  habits? 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

ON  an  evening  in  the  following  week  the  Rani  and 
Munia  visited  the  theatre  with  Miss  Fleetwood. 
They  were  guardianed  by  Heera  Lai,  the  solemn, 
elderly  individual  who  acted  as  a  species  of  aide-de-camp 
to  his  young  relative  the  Rajah  of  Rotah.  At  the  last 
moment  Leela  declared  she  was  afraid  to  go,  though 
what  it  was  she  feared  nobody  could  elicit  from  her — 
probably  she  did  not  know  herself — and  she  was  left 
in  the  gossiping  company  of  the  ayahs,  contented 
enough  with  their  talk,  her  hookah,  and  a  goodly  supply 
of  betel-nut. 

The  ladies  occupied  a  box,  while  Heera  Lai  sat  in  the 
stalls  below.  To  Fay's  amusement  he  rose  at  the  end 
of  the  first  act  and  stationed  himself  at  a  point  where 
he  could  view  his  charges  until  the  lights  were  again 
lowered,  when  he  marched  back  to  his  seat. 

"  He  is  afraid  we  ^all  go  out  by  oiuBelves!  "  said 
Munia,  and  mischievously  she  endeavoured  to  persuade 
the  Rani  to  hide  before  the  next  act  was  over,  so  that 
Heera  Lai  might  be  terrified  by  the  awful  suspicion 
that  Miss  Fleetwood  had  allowed  them  to  leave  the 
theatre  1  But  the  Rani  crossly  declined  to  be  led  into 
the  undignified  prank.  She  sat  very  iai  back  in 
the  box  that  she  might  raise  her  veil  to  watch  the 
performance,  which  at  first  appeared  to  interest  and 
amuse  her,  while  Munia  was  on  wires  with  excitement, 
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and  at  one  moment  so  far  forgot  herself  as  to  clap 
her  hands  and  cry  "  Shabash  I  "  (bravo)  to  the  great 
entertainment  of  both  audience  and  players.  But 
later  the  Rani  grew  fidgety  and  morose,  and  finally 
requested  that  Heera  Lai  should  be  bidden  to  summon 

the  carriage. 

••  But  the  tamasha  is  not  nearly  at  an  end! "  pro- 
tested Munia,  almost  crying. 

The  Rani  paid  no  heed  to  her,  and  even  when  Fa} 
inquired  with  solicitude  if  she  were  feeling  indisposec 
she  would  not  answer,  but  sat  mummy-like  in  hei 
wrappings  till  the  carriage  was  announced,  and  lef 
the  theatre  still  without  a  word.  Not  until  they  ha( 
started  homeward  did  she  give  any  hint  as  to  the  reasoi 

of  her  action. 

Then  she  burst  out  indignantly:  "  It  is  a  shamefu 
thing  to  see  women  kick  up  their  legs  and  kiss  mei 
openly  and  behave  like  mad  people." 

"  They  are  nautch-girls,"  said  Munia,  as  if  in  ex 

planation.  ^ 

"  Pf!!  "  said  the  Rani,  and  flipped  her  fingers.  1 
truth  are  the  English  a  strange  race  where  women-fol 
are  in  question.  Is  it  no  disgrace  to  a  man  that  hi 
wife  and  daughters  should  bare  their  necks  and  arm 
for  all  men  to  gaze  upon,  and  sit  thus  to  view  a  shame 
less  tamasha  such  as  we  have  beheld  but  now?  The: 
wives  and  daughters  are  also  without  shame," 

She  used  the  last  word  in  its  relation  to  modesty- 
a  virtue  ingrained  in  the  nature  of  the  Eastern  fema 
despite  the  lack  of  confidence  in  her  purity  displaye 
by  her  menkind— or  is  it  that  the  male  Oriental  is  tc 
nervously  conscious  that  were  his  ladies  free  froi 
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purdah  imprisonment  he  could  not  rely  on  the  honour 
and  integrity  of  his  own  sex? 

At  first  Fay  burned  to  argue  with  the  Rani  on  the 
subject  of  social  systems— to  point  out  that  every 
country  has  its  own  views  which  call  for  different  treat- 
ment of  the  female,  to  remind  her  that  Eastwards  the 
"  nautch-girl "  holds  a  high  position  in  public  estima- 
tion, whereas  in  the  West  she  occupies  the  very  lowest. 
.  .  Fay  longed  to  remind  the  Rani  that  in  Indu-  il  a 
girl  is  not  married  before  she  is  fourteen  she  is  generally 
regarded  as  a  disgrace  to  her  home;  that  when  a 
daughter  is  bom  it  is  coimted  as  a  misfortune;  that 
when  a  widow  dies  there  is  relief  if  not  actuai  rejr.icing; 
that  a  man  may  espouse  more  than  one  wife  if  he  can 
afiord  the  expense,  so  reducing  women  to  the  level  of 
cattle,  or  at  best  comparing  them  to  an  indulgence  that 
can  only  be  measured  by  income. 

Yet  she  checked  her  tongue  and  sat  silent.  Of  what 
avail  to  parley  on  the  particular  point  of  sex  when  on 
almost  every  item  of  existence  the  East  and  the  West 
are  diametrically  opposed  in  thought  and  outlook? 
Despite  such  anomalies  as  Fay  quoted  to  herself,  she 
recognized  impartially  that  on  the  whole  the  Eastern 
was  more  patient,  more  tolerant  in  his  own  fashion 
than  his  Western  brother,  that  he  acted  as  to  him  seemed 
right,  blindly,  according  to  centuries  of  rule  and  rite; 
whereas  the  Western,  so  individual  in  his  outlook,  more 
often  outraged  the  moral  standards  of  his  country  in 
face  of  what  he  well  knew  to  be  the  claims  of  the 
majority. 

It  all  came  to  this — what  was  virtue  in  the  East 
might  be  regarded  as  depravity  in  the  West,  and  what 
17 


258  THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 

was  hannless  enough  in  the  West  might  be  looked  upon 
with  horror  and  astonishment  by  the  East.    And  efforts 
to  convert  the  moral  convictions  of  the  one  to  the  moral 
convictions  of  the  other  could  only  result  in  chaos  and 
bewilderment.    Therefore  Fay  made  no  attempt  to 
defend  her  countrymen  or  women  from  the  little  Rani's 
censure,  being  uncomfortably  aware  that  according  to 
Indian  interpretation  the  censure  was  not  unjustified. 
"  Never  again  will  I  behold,  or  be  seen  at  such  a 
tamasha,"  declared  the  Rani,  and  her  decision  was 
welcomed  by  Fay,  who  had  no  wish  for  a  repetition 
of  the  evening's  unpleasant  experience.    But  Munia 
uttered  rebellious  protests  and  was  sharply  rebuked 
by  her  superior.    A  quarrel  between  the  two  seemed 
imminent  when  happUy  their  attention  was  diverted 
by  a  fire-engine  that  thundered  past  on  the  other  side 
of  the  street  with  ringing  shouts  and  the  clanging  of 
bells,  and  the  desperate,  exciting  racket  of  harnessed 
horses  speeding  at  full  gallop. 

June  days  passed.  Fay  with  the  little  I.  'tun  group 
of  ladies  and  liveried  attendants  made  various  expedi- 
tions, and  visited  innocuous  places  of  amusement; 
but  often  the  Rani  preferred  to  remain  in  her  rooms, 
complaining  of  the  bad  effect  on  her  health  of  English 
air  and  water,  and  on  these  days  Munia  would  steal 
to  the  apartments  of  Miss  Fe-litter-vood  and  beg  for  a 
lesson  in  English,  or  for  interesting  information  con- 
cerning the  world  in  general.  Fay  enjoyed  the  com- 
pany of  the  Indian  child,  who  picked  up  sc.aps  of 
knowledge  so  readily,  who  was  so  quick  to  perceive 
and  comprehend.    In  these  brief  hours  of  mstruction 
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Munia  made  astonishing  progress,  and  Fay  was  sur- 
prised to  discover  how  shrewdly  and  wholesomely  her 
little  pupil  reasoned  and  thought  for  herself. 

Fay  found  she  had  ample  time  to  spare,  though  her 
hours  of  freedom  were  necessarily  irregular.    Now  and 
again  she  wondered  how  it  was  that  she  saw  so  com- 
paratively little  of  Captain  Somerton.    She  had  anti- 
cipated pleasant  conversations  with  him,  such  as  she 
had  enjoyed  on  the  first  evening  of  her  arrival  at  the 
hotel,  perhaps  to  occasional  little  outings  in  his  com- 
pany.   Often  she  longed  to  relate  amusing  episodes  to 
him;  sometimes  she  would  have  been  glad  of  his  ad- 
vice in  small  matters  connected  with  the  Rani.    A 
suggestion  crept  into  her  mind — ^was  he  avoiding  her 
purposely  for  any  reason?    But  she  dismissed  the  idea 
as  absurd.    He  could  have  no  possible  object  in  keeping 
out  of  her  way— it  was  merely  that  he  and  Rotah  were 
fully  occupied.    They  had  been  out  of  London  on  visits 
to  Oxford,  to  Cambridge,  to  Paris,  for  week-ends  to  one 
or  two  great  coimtry  houses;  and  when  in  town  they 
were  alwajrs  busy  sight-seeing,  or  attending  fashionable 
functions. 

The  Rajah  Fay  saw  even  less  often  than  she  saw 
Captain  Somerton.  Very  occasionally  they  met  in  the 
Rani's  sitting-room,  or  in  the  hall  of  the  hotel,  when 
he  would  linger  with  her  for  a  few  minutes  in  polite, 
commonplace  conversation.  Invariably  he  said  how 
much  he  was  enjoying  his  visit  to  England;  but  to 
Fay  he  appeared  grave,  brooding,  as  though  a  weight 
were  on  his  spirit,  and  the  fire  seemed  to  have  gone  from 
his  handsome  eyes. 

One  afternoon  as  she  came  down  the  staircase  she 


Mil 


lt'r'ffir<B>Mll-'gi:l 


I?; 


260  THE  ANGLO-INDIANS 

saw  Rotah  standing  by  a  window  in  the  hall,  looking  o 
into  the  street  with  weary  gaze.    For  the  moment  ] 
was  quite  alone,  unconscious  of  any  scrutiny  and  i 
voluntarily  she  stopped  to  contemplate  the  high-bre 
melancholy  profile  with  the  full  line  of  eyelid  and  tl 
dusky  fringe  of  lashes.    The  white-clad  figure,  so  w 
usual  m  the  prosaic  hall  of  an  English  hotel,  remind* 
her  acutely  of  burning  sunshine,  and  strong  perfume 
and  vast  dry  spaces— reminded  her  of  India;  and  si 
lingered,  revelling  in  memories.    He  stood  immovabl. 
m  the  same  dreamy  attitude,  and  she  felt  a  great  pit 
for  him.  suspecting  that  he  was  heavily  oppressed  wit 
apprehension  of  the  future.    She  knew  that  soon  he  wa 
to  assume  a  weighty  responsibility,  rendered  all  th 
more  onerous  by  the  training  he  had  received  and  th 
moral  discipline  he  had  assimilated.    Also  that  in  a) 
probabUity  he  must  stand  in  mental  solitude,  sur 
rounded  by  influences  that  no  longer  appealed  to  him 
bourd  by  obhgations  that  must  revolt  his  reason     Hov 
smcerely  Fay  wished  that  his  Rani  could  have  beer 
different,  could  have  entered  as  a  true  companion  intc 
his  mmd  and  heart  and  ambitions  I    The  girl's  Western 
instincts  recoiled  from  the  idea  of  a  second  marriage  for 
him  under  the  present  circumstances— and  yet  it  might 
bnnghim  happiness,  especially  if  little  Munia—  Fay  con- 
trolled her  thoughts  and  went  back  again  up  the  stair- 
case, reluctant  to  encounter  the  Rajah  at  that  moment. 

As  for  the  Rani.  Fay  grew  uneasy  about  her.  Each 
^y  she  seemed  less  mclined  to  exert  herself,  and  now 
that  English  surroundings  were  no  longer  a  novelty 
she  tired  of  drives  and  mUd  expeditions.    Even  shop- 
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pii^  Med  to  please  her  after  a  time.  She  refused  in- 
natations  mh.  hout  a  semblance  of  excuse,  and  would  Ue 
for  hours,  idle  on  her  big  brass  bedstead,  eating  swlts 
or  puffing  listlessly  at  her  hookah.  She  obta^S^  her 
wish  to  meet  the  Queen  Empress,  and  was  ^„ted 

India,  and  for  a  day  or  two  the  event  roused  her  from 
her  apathy  She  returned  from  the  interview  ag^ 
w^th  cunosity  and  wonder,  and  plied  Fay  vigorous^ 
with  extraordinary  questions  conceVning  RoyaWom J 
many  of  which  it  was  impossible  IHS  TutThe 
excitement  subsided,  and  the  Rani  sank  again  into 
lethargy  and  sloth.  ^       ^^° 

hpJ^if  ?'  time  back  a  visit  to  Mrs  Fleetwood  had 
been  talked  of;  the  Rani  and  the  Rajah  were  to  4k 
her  together.  But  mitfl  lately  Fay's  mother  Td 
sisters  were  away-Afarion  on  visits  to  Sir  Rowl^d 
Curtice  s  relations.  Isabel  and  Mrs  Fleetwood  forf 

tT"  .%'  ""'^'^'-  ""'^  *^^  *^^  '^''^^  ^er«  at  home 
agam.  and  Fay  was  anxious  that  a  day  should  be  Z 

cided  upon,  hoping  that  the  effort  might  act  as  a  fresh 

mental  stimulus  to  the  Rani,  who  betrayed  a  ce^ 

^ount  of  interest  in  Miss  Fleetwood/ home  1S^ 

inquired  how  many  servants  they  kept,  how  many  rooms 

there  w«^  m  the  house,  what  kind  of  carriage  Ty 

dro^^  about  m.    But  as  Fay  repUed  to  these^ueS 

^e  Ram  s  manner  grew  more  distant.  tiU  it  seemed  as 

though  she  were  debating  within  her  mind  if  she  shouS 

ment'^Eve^t  T  T  "^  ^"^^"^^  *^-"»>^«  ^^^bli^^ 
tTL  ^^"°*"^y'  however,  a  day  was  fixed,  but  on 
the  previous  evening  the  Rani  proposed  that  the  ^. 
rangement  should  be  reversed-^atTdioiSd  r^ive 
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Mrs  Fleetwood  at  the  hotel  instead  of  travelling  hersd 
to  Norbledon. 

"  There  is  rouch  to  do,"  said  the  Rani,  languidlji 
and  without  truth,  "  and  my  health  troubles  me." 

"  If  you  do  not  feel  well  enough  to  go,  my  mothe 
will  be  sorry  not  to  see  you.  It  is  as  you  please,"  sai< 
Fay,  ctifBy,  for  she  reaUzed  that  the  Rani  was  giviuj 
herself  airs.  Otherwise,  had  the  little  woman  beei 
really  iU,  she  would  have  answered  for  her  mother' 
agreement  to  the  change  of  plan  without  hesitation. 

Dearly  the  Rani  was  in  a  mood  perverse  this  evenini 
and  Fay  was  not  sorry  to  part  with  the  veiled  group  a 
the  door  of  their  suite  of  rooms  after  a  drive  in  the  Pari 
rendered  wretched  by  the  Uttle  lady's  peevishness  am 
arrogance.  And  when  she  bade  them  good-night,  Fa; 
was  still  in  doubt  as  to  whether  the  visit  to  Norbledoi 
arranged  for  the  following  afternoon  was  to  take  plac 
or  nc:  Next  morning,  not  altogether  to  her  surprise 
she  icv-eived  a  polite  message  excusing  her  from  attend 
ance  on  the  Rani  for  that  day.  Her  Highness  was  in 
disposed,  repeated  one  of  the  ayahs  like  a  parrot,  an 
desired  to  remain  undisturbed  since  to  leave  her  rooi 
was  out  of  the  question.  If  the  excuses  and  apologie 
of  Her  Highness  might  be  conveyed  to  the  burra 
mem-sahib  the  Rani  would  ever  pray  for  the  welfar 
of  the  entire  Fleetwood  family,  etc. 

Disheartened,  Fay  went  home  that  morning;  an 
in  the  afternoon  Captain  Somerton  with  Heera  Lai  an 
the  Rajah  of  Rotah  drove  down  to  Norbledon  in  a 
electric  landaulette.  From  the  dining-room  windo- 
Fay  viewed  their  arrival  with  some  amusement,  j 
crowd  of  errand-boys,  loafers,  and  nursemaids  wit! 
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children  had  collected  unaccountably — ^perhaps  the 
news  had  been  spread  by  the  Fleetwoods'  maids  that 
Combe  Down  was  to  be  honoured  by  a  visit  this  after- 
noon from  a  "  black  prince." 

As  the  party  alighted  Rotah  looked  surprised,  Heera 
Lai  undiagnaetfly  ccmtemptuous— evidently  they  had 
not  anticipated  that  the  widow  and  daughters  of  a 
Commissioner  would  have  inhabited  this  description 
of  dwelling.  Presently  they  were  all  seated  in  the 
drawmg-room:  Captain  Somerton  talking  to  Fay  and 
Isabel,  Heera  Lai  balanced  on  the  edge  of  his  chair,  hb 
patent  leather  toes  awkwardly  turned  in,  while  Mrs 
Fleetwood  and  Rotah  made  civil  converse,  much  as 
they  wotdd  have  done  in  the  drawing-room  of  an  Anglo- 
Indian  bungalow. 

"  Hc'.v  do  you  like  England,  Rajah-sahib?  "  Mrs 
Fleetwood  inquired.  She  sat  with  a  tangle  of  knitting 
in  her  lap,  and  spoke  with  some  effort.  Her  visitor 
recalled  to  her  mind  so  vividly  the  old  days  in  India 
when  a  Rajah's  equipage  with  outriders  would  sweep 
up  to  the  front  veranda  with  pomp  and  clatter,  and  halt 
noisily  under  the  great  portico,  and  all  the  servants 
would  rush  to  receive  the  important  guest  who  might 
be  of  the  highest  possible  caste  yet  barely  able  to  pay 
for  the  food  of  his  horses,  whereas  another  m^ht  be  a 
millionaire  and  yet  imalterably  the  social  inferior  of 
even  certain  of  the  Commissioner's  servants  who  con- 
ducted the  visitor  into  the  bimgalow.  Truly  has  India 
been  called  a  land  of  contradictions!  .  .  .  Ag^in  Mrs 
Fleetwood  visualized  the  sunny  compound  through 
long  open  doors,  heard  the  drowsy  murmur  of  native 
voices  outside,  saw  her  husband's  tall  figure  seated 
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opposite  his  Indian  Mend,  with  grey  head  courteousl> 
inclined  as  he  discussed  orthodox  topics — weather, 
crop  prospects,  local  matters  of  agricultural  interest 
Whimsically  she  remembered  an  occasion  when  a  very 
stout  Rajah  had  come  to  grief  in  her  drawing-roon: 
owing  to  his  choice  of  a  chair  unable  to  support  such  an 
unaccustomed  weight.  How  the  fallen  gentleman  had 
sat  silent,  sedate,  on  the  floor  till  his  host  and  his 
attendants  helped  him  to  his  feet  and  to  another  seat 
that  was  more  secure — ^when  the  conversation  was  con- 
tinued as  though  nothing  had  occurred  to  interrupt  it. 
All  those  old  days  were  gone,  with  their  happy  con- 
tentment, and  varied  scenes,  and  the  simshine,  the  work, 
the  pleasant  social  intercourse.  Almost  she  doubted 
sometimes  if  they  had  ever  really  been.  She  sat  and 
smiled  vacantly  as  Rotah  described  what  he  had  seen 
and  done  and  bought  since  he  came  to  England,  till, 
mindful  of  her  guest's  feelings,  she  exerted  herself  and 
inquired  how  the  Rani  liked  London,  expressed  regret 
that  she  should  be  ill,  promised  to  call  upon  her,  though 
adding  that  now  she  herself  seldom  went  to  London, 
which  was  trae.  I^.otah,  recalling  her  S3mipathetic 
friendliness  towaids  him  as  a  boy  in  India,  felt  newly 
drawn  towards  this  motherly,  gentle  lady,  and  told  her 
how  deeply  he  appreciated  the  attention  and  kindness 
shown  by  her  youngest  daughter  towards  his  wife  and 
his  wife's  companions,  said  how  much  she  had  done  to 
reconcile  the  Rani  to  surroundings  that  were  inevitably 
so  strange  and  bewildering.  Otherwise  the  visit  was 
correctly  conventional,  and  of  course  Rotah  and  Heera 
Lai  would  have  sat  for  ever  had  their  hostess  not  been 
familiar  with  Eastern  etiquette.    As  it  was,  when  she 
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gave  them  the  orthodox  permission  to  take  leave,  Heera 
Lai  was  already  rubbing  his  eye  with  his  forefinger,  and 
Rotah  was  remaining  on  his  chair  with  palpable  self- 
control. 

Fay  went  with  them  to  the  little  iron  gate.  She 
was  not  retmning  to  London  till  next  morning.  Captain 
Somerton  raised  his  hat,  Rotah  and  Heera  Lai  made 
profoimd  salaams.  Then,  as  the  motor  moved  smoothly 
away,  Clive  Somerton  turned  hb  head  to  look  once  more 
at  Fay  Fleetwood  standing  hatless  in  the  commonplace 
gateway,  one  slim  hand  guarding  her  eyes  from  the  glow 
of  the  afternoon  sun.  And  in  that  moment  Fay  saw 
something  in  the  man's  face  that  sent  a  strange  thrill 
through  her  being — as  if  a  mist  had  rolled  back  suddenly 
from  her  understanding  and  given  her  a  glimpse 
of  some  wondrous  possibility  hitherto  unimagined. 
Amazed,  even  alarmed,  she  turned  hastily  and  went 
back  into  the  house;  and  the  motor  disappeared  round 
the  comer  at  the  bottom  of  the  road. 


i 


'^sssi^ass^ 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

THE  drive  back  to  London  was  not  a  lively  one. 
Rot.ih  seemed  moor^y,  and  discouraged  remarks 
from  Heera  Lai.  Somerton  was  deep  in  his  own 
thoughts.  The  future  was  a  blank  to  him;  his  mind 
circled  aimlessly  around  the  fact  that  love  was  not  to 
be  controlled  by  human  will,  though  its  fulfilment  could 
be  thwarted,  deliberately  eschewed,  at  a  cost  that  might 
or  might  not  be  worth  the  price  to  the  one  strong  enough 
to  pay  it.  He  did  not  doubt  his  own  strength  to  resist 
the  sweet  insistent  call;  he  only  questioned  whethei 
once  ignored  irrevocably  he  might  not  still  hear  it  tc 
the  never-ending  disturbance  of  his  peace— or,  on  th< 
other  hand,  should  he  succumb,  declaring  his  love,  anc 
meet  with  rebuff  and  refusal  would  not  his  conditior 
be  more  than  ever  painful? 

Somerton  resented  the  situation,  resented  also  hii 
own  indecision,  resented  his  entire  ignorance  of  Fay': 
feeling  towards  him,  and  his  reluctance  to  test  tha 
feeling.  He  believed  that  if  he  felt  assured  of  her  re 
ciprocation  he  would  delay  his  love-making  no  longer- 
but  he  was  too  old  now  to  risk  disappointment,  t( 
endanger  the  contentment  and  tranquillity  of  life  tha 
his  tastes  and  pursuits  had  hitherto  secured  to  him 
If  he  did  not  marry  Fay  Fleetwood  he  knew  he  shoul< 
never  want  to  marry  anyone  else,  and  he  could  coun 
on  sport  and  work  and  egotistical  independence  to  taki 
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the  place  of  domestic  joys  and  satisfactions.  Never 
having  experienced  the  latter  it  should  be  all  the  easier 
to  do  without  theni. 

When  the  car  stopped  at  the  hotel  Somerton  was 
about  to  direct  the  chauffeur  to  take  him  on  to  his  own 
rooms  when  Rotah  asked  him,  with  a  certain  diffident 
hesitation,  to  come  inside  for  a  few  moments. 

"  I  want  to  talk  a  Uttle."  said  Rotah,  "  if  you  don't 

mind?  " 

"  Certainly,"  and  with  readiness  Clive  accompanied 

the  Rajah  to  his  private  room?: 

Rotah,  on  entering  the  sitting-room,  evicted  the 
pundit,  who  sat  cross-legged  on  the  floor  with  an  open 
book  of  sacred  writings  before  him— also  dismissed  an 
orderly,  and  a  nondescript  person  who  was  neither 
servant  nor  equal.  Then  he  invited  his  friend  to  be 
seated,  offered  him  a  cigarette  which  was  accepted, 
and  a  whisky-and-soda  which  was  declined.  Rotah 
Ut  a  cigarette  himself,  and  moved  restlessly  about  the 

room. 

"What's  wrong?"  asked  Somerton  in  a  tone  of 
friendly  encouragement.  He  could  see  that  something 
disturbed  the  youth's  mind. 

Rotah  drew  in  his  breath  quickly.    "  That  house! 
he  said,  with  what  was  practically  a  sob. 

"  What  house?  "  inquired  Somerton,  puzzled. 

Rotah  gazed  with  tragic  eyes.  "  Mrs  Fleetwood's 
house.    Why  do  they  li^'e  in  it?  " 

"  Because  it  suits  them,  I  suppose.  They  are  not 
at  all  well  off."  Somerton  wondered  if  Rotah  had 
suddenly  gone  crazy. 

"  But  so  small  and  inferior  1   and  of  no  account. 
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No  compound,  no  stables,  only  women-servants.  An 
this,  after  all  they  were  used  to  in  India,  the  honou 
and  the  comfort,  the — the  izat  "—he  used  his  country 
own  word  for  prestige. 

Somerton  looked  away  and  sighed.  He  felt  ui 
willing  to  meet  the  concern,  the  distress,  the  indign: 
tion  in  the  boy's  countenance,  because  he  knew  how  hai 
it  would  be  to  appease  and  reassure  him,  to  exjdai 
away  such  apparent  hardship  and  disproportion,  sue 
lowering  of  social  status,  as  judged  by  Oriental  standard 

"  Yes,"  he  said  with  reservation,  concealing  his  tn: 
comprehension  of  Rotah's  disquietude.  "  I  daresa 
it  appears  extraordinary,  but  you  must  remember  th: 
people  don't  expect  to  live  in  the  same  way  when  the 
come  home  as  they  did  in  India.  You  yourself  migl 
as  well  expect  to  live  in  India  as  you  are  living  now  i 
London,  with  electric  light  and  telephones  and  ever 
description  of  Western  contrivance  to  save  time  an 
labour.  Labour  is  so  cheap  in  the  East  and  so  pn 
hibitivdy  expensive  in  the  West  I  The  Fleetwooc 
were  officials  in  India,  too,  with  a  position  to  keep  up, 
he  concluded,  conscious  that  it  was  a  lame  conclusioi 

"  Then  are  Mrs  Fleetwood  and  her  daughters  of  n 
consequence  in  England?  "  inquired  Rotah. 

"  Of  no  particular  consequence,  I  suppose,"  a( 
mitted  Somerton.    "  But  picture  the  position  of 
widow  of  your  people  living  alone  with  unmarrie 
daughters,"  he  added  in  unwise  comparison. 

Suddenly  Rotah  lost  control  of  himself.  He  bei 
on  the  table  with  clenched  fists,  his  dark  eyes  wei 
ablaze. 

"  Alwaj^  this  contrasting  of  our  customs  with  th 
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customs  of  England!"  he  stuttered,  lapsing  under 
pressure  of  the  moment's  emotion  into  colloquial 
Hindustani.  "With  us,  in  our  class  of  Ufe.  what 
woman  has  to  work,  to  submit  to  loss  of  dignity,  whether 
she  be  widow  or  maid,  to  Uve  in  a  manner  unbefitting 
to  her  birth  and  caste,  to  take  money  for  services  in  the 
manner  of  the  working  women  of  the  people?  Where 
are  the  men  of  England  that  they  should  permit  such 
infamy  I  With  us.  when  a  man  has  the  means,  or  even 
when  he  has  not.  would  he  suffer  the  most  distant  of  his 
kinswomen  to  earn  her  bread?  As  long  as  he  has  food 
and  home  and  money,  however  much  or  less,  at  his 
command,  is  it  not  all  avaUable  to  the  women  of  his 
house  and  famUy?  Need  any  one  of  them  sink  in  the 
eyes  of  ♦ho  world?  Such  a  state  of  affairs,  with  us, 
would  be  utterly  unendurable— a  shame  and  disgrace 
to  our  manhood  1 " 

He  ceased,  breathing  loudly,  and  gazed  with  feverish 
excited  eyes  at  Captain  Somerton,  whose  face  flushed 
red  beneath  the  tanned  skin.  For  the  second  the 
Englishman  was  speechless  with  conflicting  sensations, 
with  amazement,  perplexity,  even  dismay;  and.  before 
he  could  find  words  to  answer,  the  boy  began  again,  and 
betrayed,  more  definitely,  the  real  due  to  his  outburst 

of  indignation. 

"  The  daughter  of  the  Commissioner  has  to  work, 
to  take  money  from  me,  or  from  anybody  who  will  buy 
her  services.  Her  home  is  of  no  account,  and  her  people 
live  like  people  who  are  beneath  them.  .  .  .  She.  the 
little  lady  w^th  the  pale  hands  and  the  eyes  like  moon- 
beams, who  should  hav2  jewels  and  servants  and  all 
that  wealth  and  homage  could  lay  at  her  feet—" 
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The  shaking,  excited  voice  stopped  again  abrupi 
and  the  silence  was  almost  as  startling  to  Give  Somert 
as  had  been  the  torrent  of  words  preceding  it.  Li 
many  Englishmen,  notwithstanding  his  genuine  co 
prehension  of,  and  affection  for,  the  Oriental  charact 
it  had  never  previously  occurred  to  him  that  the  Orien 
of  any  dass  or  position  might  be  capable  of  an  attiti 
similar  to  his  own  in  relation  to  women.  Unconsciou 
he  had  drifted  into  the  same  blind  indifference  wh 
Englishwomen  are  prone,  unfortunately,  to  pen 
themselves  over  such  questions  in  India — an  ignor 
of  sex  that  will  allow  of  a  mem-sahib  perceiving  noth 
indecorous  in  the  fact  of  an  Indian  man-servant  mak 
her  bed  and  tidying  her  room,  who  will  appear  bef 
her  male  domestics,  serenely,  in  dressmg-gown  i 
curling-pins;  whereas  she  would  condemn  such  lax 
in  England  without  mercy.  That  such  carelessness  n 
tend  to  lower  Oriental  respect  for  the  English  femal( 
general  does  not  always  appear  to  enter  into  the  calci 
tions  of  educated  women  who  might  be  credited  v 
clearer  mental  perceptions.  .  .  . 

Now  here,  before  Clive  Somerton,  was  an  unexpec 
complication— a  case  of  an  Oriental  who,  by  reasoi 
the  Western  teachings  he  had  imbibed  in  the  ri 
spirit,  and  the  tendencies  of  his  own  rather  exceptic 
temperament,  was  threatened  definitely  with  the  d 
ger,  if  indeed  the  mischief  had  not  already  been  d( 
of  "  falling  in  love  "  in  the  highest  meaning,  intelle( 
ally  as  well  as  with  heart  and  sensesr— the  object  of 
attachment  a  girl  whose  race,  reUgion.  belief  and  so 
outlook  must  place  her  hopelessly  and  for  ever  bey 
his  reach. 
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In   a  flash  of  realization   Somerton  remembered 
Rotah's  mysterious  hint  regarding  an  influence  for  good 
that  no  other  guidance  could  ever  quite  equal.    Was 
it  this  that  he  had  meant?— yet,  when,  where,  how 
could  such  an  influence  have  had  the  chance  to  become 
tangible— to  become  more  than  the  vaguest  shadow  of 
a  dream?    Clive  Somerton's  first  feeling  as  he  realized 
the  significance  of  Rotah's  outburst  was  one  of  almost 
maniacal  antagonism,  for,  unconsciously,  he  was  in  the 
grip  of  that  primitive  sense  of  repulsion  innate  in  white- 
skinned  humanity  towards  the  notion  of  race  admixture 
with  a  dark-skinned  people— a  repulsion  arising  from 
Nature's  tendency  to  breed  upwards,  not  downwards. 
It  was  this  instinct  that  impelled  the  Aryan  to  preserve 
his  caste,  otherwise  colour,  that  he,  the  fair-complexioned 
invader  of  higher  type  and  "  perfect  "  language,  might 
avoid  complete  absorption  into  the  dark,  aboriginal 
races  of  the  coimtry  he  had  colonized  and  conquered. 
Consciously,  all  that  Somerton  recognized  for  the 
moment  was  that  Rotah  represented  a  people  whose 
domestic  system  might  be  summarized  in  the  words 
"  ladies  last,"  that  though  these  same  people  were  of 
high  and  ancient  origin  and  civilization,  it  was  yet, 
according  to  British  views,  a  civilization  devoid  of 
trust  in  the  fidelity  of  women  under  conditions  of 
personal  and  social  freedom,  a  civilization  that  could 
allow  of  honourable  intercourse  with  the  courtesan  yet 
deem  the  wife  an  indelicate  subject  of  inquiry,  and  pro- 
hibit her  from  sharing  a  meal  with  her  husband. 

That  from  an  Eastern  standpoint  such  notions  had 
a  different  aspect,  an  opposite  application,  Somerton 
was,  temporarily,  too  impatient  to  consider.    In  otner 
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circumstances  he  would  have  remembered  that,  to  t 
Oriental,  women  are  possessions  of  value,  represent! 
the  moral  wealth  and  honour  of  his  house,  and  as  sv 
must  be  guarded,  protected,  secluded  from  public  ga 
not  to  be  shared  in  the  very  smallest  degree  with  "  t 
man  in  the  street."  To  the  orthodox  Asiatic  the  ii 
that  the  Western  feels  no  reluctance  in  permitting  ] 
womenkind  to  mingle  freely  with  the  opposite  sex 
feels  no  shame  that  they  should  expose  their  faces,  r 
to  mention  neck,  arms  and  bosom  to  the  general  gaze 
is  simply  proof  positive  of  the  coarseness,  barbar 
and  indifference  of  his  attitude  towards  the  female,  a 
of  the  immodest  propensities  of  the  Western  fem; 
herself.  What  is  regarded  as  moral  elevation  in  0 
hemisphere  is  despised  as  moral  degradation  in  the  oth 
each  outlook  having  its  own  excellent  value;  and, 
far,  no  comfortable  medium  has  been  struck  betwe 
the  two. 

Therefore  Clive  Somerton  was  hardly  to  be  censui 
for  his  wrathful  feelings,  quickened  as  they  were  by  t 
personal  element  in  the  situation]  for  him  the  questi 
at  issue  was  not  so  much  a  review  of  the  sex  probh 
judged  by  the  inverse  views  of  East  and  West,  as  of  t 
connection  in  such  a  question  of  the  name  of  F 
Fleetwood — ^the  only  woman  in  the  world  who  h 
power  to  stir  his  heart  and  affections. 

He  took  command  of  his  impulse  with  a  suprei 
effort  that  entailed  hard  self-restraint,  while  Rot 
stood  by  the  table  in  sultry  silence,  superbly,  exasper; 
ingly  handsome  in  his  native  dress  and  jewels,  like 
prince  in  a  fairy  tale — ^indeed  Clive  Somerton  tried  ha 
to  convince  himself  that  the  whole  position  of  affa 
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was  a  description  of  fairy  story,  unreal,  not  to  be  taken 
seriously,  a  mole-hill  not  to  be  converted  by  ill-balanced 
thought  into  an  unscalable  height. 

He  affected  carelessness.  "  I  don't  think  you  need 
feel  disturbed  on  Miss  Fleetwood's  account,"  he  said. 
"  She  works  from  choice,  not  from  necessity,  and  you 
don't  quite  realize  that  conditions  of  existence  in 
England  are  entirely  different  from  those  in  India. 
What  Mrs  Fleetwood  pa)^  for  the  house  you  saw  this 
afternoon,  which  appeared  to  you  so  insignificant,  would 
rent  a  large  bungalow  in  India;  and  the  wages  and 
food  of  her  three  or  four  women-servants  would  about 
equal  the  cost  of  a  fuU  establishment  out  there — "  He 
maundered  on,  to  gain  time  to  conceal  his  perturbation, 
to  evade,  if  possible,  the  plain  speaking  he  feared  was 
Rotah's  determined  intention. 

Rotah's  face  was  set,  his  eyes  _ombre.  "  If  a 
Hindu  lady  were  to  marry  an  English  gentleman 
would  she  be  expected  to  conform  to  his  customs  and 
wa3rs,  and  the  laws  of  his  country  and  caste?  " 

"  Yes,"  said  Somerton,  reluctantly. 

"  And  if  an  English  lady  married  a  Hindu  gentle- 
man— ^what  then?  " 

Somerton,  now  in  complete  mastery  of  himself, 
looked  at  the  other  steadily.  "  Rotali,"  he  said, 
"  can  you  imagine  an  English  lady  conforming  to  the 
customs  of  y  caste  and  country?  And  suppose, 
for  the  sake  01  argument,  you  had  an  English  wife 
yourself — what  would  your  people  think  of  a  woman 
who  went  about  unveiled  as  your  consort,  who  ex- 
pected to  meet  men  more  or  less  on  an  equality,  who 

would  tolerate  no  rivals,  legal  or  otherwise?  " 
18 
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Rotah  winced,  ana  Somerton  continued  witl 

mercy,  "  It's  the  question  of  sex  that  brings  about  \ 

a  certain  section  of  your  countrymen  and  mine 

nounce  as  lack  of  sympathy  on  the  part  of  the  Br 

in  India  towards  Indians.    Since  the  beginnmg 

East  has  relegated  women  to  the  level  of  possess 

entirely   subservient   to   man's   convenience.    E 

right-minded    Briton   would   want    to   pommel 

Oriental  who  expressed  his  true  views  on  the  sul 

of  sex,  just  as  no  self-respectmg  Indian  of  the  orth 

school  would  permit  his  ladies  to  conduct  thems 

as  our  ladies  niay  conduct  themselves  in  public. 

Indian  can  stand  by  and  see  his  wife  making  fr 

with  an  Englishman  without  being  rendered  ac 

uncomfortable,  and  no  Englishman  is  pleased  t 

his  wife  making  much  of  a  native  of  India  if  he  u 

stands  the  Oriental  attitude  towards  the   feni 

world.     It's  a  wide  gulf,  Rotah  my  boy,  and 

are  we  going  to  bridge  it?    Are  we  to  shut  our  w 

up  and  practise  polygamy,  or  are  you  to  let 

women  loose  and  practise  monogamy  in  order  to 

about  equal  social  intercourse  and '  sympathy '  bei 

the  East  and  the  West,  such  as  idealists  rant  c 

tell  you,  as  long  as  there's  an  immeasurable  difft 

of  feeling  over  women  there  never  can  be  true  symi 

or  whatever  anyone  chooses  to  call  it,  betweei 

races.    Polygamy  is  lawful  with  you,  and  it's  un] 

with  us.    After  that,  there's  very  Uttle  more 

said!"  ,       ^ 

Somerton  rose,  trusting  he  had  skated  succ« 
over  a  hazardous  spot,  but  to  his  embarrassmer 
consternation  Rotah  brolie  down.    Still  standi 
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covered  his  face  with  his  arm,  and  his  shoulders 
shook. 

"  Why  was  I  not  let  alone! "  he  said  in  piteous 
protest.  "  Why  was  I  shown  a  different  side  to  every- 
thing, so  making  me  unsatisfied  with  the  ways  and 
customs  of  my  ancestors!  Why  should  desires  have 
been  put  into  my  heart,  when  at  the  same  time  I  am 
forbidden  to  fulfil  them?  How  miserable  I  am — ^how 
miserable  must  I  always  be — " 

He  raised  his  head.  His  face  was  drawn  and  wet. 
Somerton  went  to  him  and  laid  a  kind,  firm  hand  on 
the  boy's  shoulder.  "  Come,  Rotah,  pull  yourself 
together — be  thankful  you  are  capable  of  seeing 
the  different  side  to  everjrthing — ^that  you  aren't  a 
stupid,  vainglorious  mass  of  self-indulgence,  but  a 
real  good  fellow,  with  a  heart  and  soul  and  brain  you 
can  be  proud  of." 

Rotah  straightened  his  shapely  figure.  The  emo- 
tional tears  were  gone,  his  lips  met  firmly,  no  longer 
tremulous  and  parted.  He  moved  away  from 
Somerton's  touch — yet  courteously,  without  a  hint 
of  petulance — ^then  looked  straight  into  the  other's 
eyes. 

"  You  understand? "  he  asked,  with  deliberate 
significance. 

"  Yes,"  said  Somerton,  quietly,  "  I  understand. 
And  I  am  sorry." 

The  pause  that  followed  lasted  but  a  few  seconds, 
yet  for  Somerton  they  might  have  been  hours,  judged 
by  the  importance  of  the  mental  crisis  through  which 
he  passed  during  this  brief  space  of  time.  For  in  those 
moments  all  his  own  doubts  and  vacillations  left  him — 
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left  him  Dossesscd  by  firm,  clear  purpose  and  resolve. 
He  ^w'^e  wi  gomg  to  ask  Fay  Fleetwood  o 
be  his  wife,  that  should  she  consent  his  happmess  would 
b^^pTle.  without  flaw  or  regret,  that  should  she 
reft^^he  would  reUnquish  hope  and  endeavour  only 
wh^hTsaw  her  theVfe  ol  another  man.  He  was 
To^ous  of  an  exultant  excitement,  somethmg  of 
Sr^e  description  of  feeling  he  exp^n^jcef  ^f- 
ridinK  for  a  high  fence  on  an  eager  horse-it  imgh^ 
;:.^'i^ominioL  downfall,  it  might  mean  tnumphant 

'"^^r^  became  aware  that  Rotah  was  regarding 
him  i^ently-and  he  found  himself  a  httle  discon- 
S^ed"vivid.  so  emphatic  had  been  his  thoughts 
that  H  seemed  almost  as  if  they  must  have  been  audib. 
IndUTe  was  scarcely  surprised  to  hear  Rotah  askmg 
him  the  question.  "  You  are  gomg  to  ^^^iry  her- 
Miss  Fleetwood?  "    And  he  answered,  unemotionally. 

"  ^V^k^KtoKre  came  a  loud  knock  at  the 
door  the  abruptness  of  its  demand  dispersmg  the 
Sal  tensity  of  the  atmosphere.  Somerton  went 
to  Se  door  Jd  opened  it.    A  veUed  figure  confronted 

^"  Her  Highness  the  Rani  feels  worse "  came  a 
squeaky,  affected  voice  from  beneath  enveloping  olds 
S  cotton.    "  She  desires  that  a  doctor-sahib  be  sum- 

"Tnttlntly  custom  laid  her  iron  hand  on  Rot^^ 
soirit  "  What  is  that?  A  doctor-sahib?  he  said 
S  frowned  as  he  came  forward  He  tur  ed  to 
Somerton.    "  Are  there  not  lady  doctors  of  high  re 
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pute  in  London?    Can  it  be  arranged  to  send  for  the 
best  one  known?  " 

"  Certainly."  said  Somerton.  He  left  the  room  at 
once  to  make  inquiries  and  give  necessary  orders; 
and  as  he  went  he  remembered  that  it  was  not  so  much 
the  Rani's  health  that  had  been  Rotah's  first  thought 
as  consideration  for  his  own  Eastern  honour. 

Fay  returned  to  duty  next  morning  to  find  the 
Rani's  rooms  in  a  more  than  usually  chaotic  condition. 
The  Rani  herself  was  in  bed,  morose,  depressed,  feverish. 
Leela  and  Munia  were  tearful  and  helpless;  the  waiting- 
women  ostentatiously  overcome  with  concern.  The 
moment  Miss  Fleetwood  arrived  the  Rani  turned  the 
four  of  them  out  of  the  room,  and  besought  her  friend 
to  sit  beside  the  bed  and  give  her  comfort. 

"  Truly,  sister,  the  gods  be  wroth  with  me  for 
conung  to  this  accursed  country! "  wailed  the  little 
woman,  who  had  brought  a  bad  bilious  attack  upon 
herself  by  her  indulgence  in  imaccustomed  sweetmeats 
and  her  unhealthy  mode  of  life.  She  was  already 
weak  with  sickness  and  a  high  temperature,  and  her 
face  had  become  a  sickly  brown,  the  colour  of  liquorice 
powder.  She  looked  very  uncomfortable  too,  in  the 
English  bed  with  its  high,  thick  mattress.  Fay  fe*c 
siure  she  would  have  preferred  to  curl  up  outside  on 
the  quilt  in  a  nest  of  pillows  and  blankets. 

"  I  wish  I  had  never  orossed  the  black  water,"  she 
continued  peevishly.  "  The  air  and  the  water  of 
England  do  not  agree  with  my  health." 

"  But,  Rani,  I  think  you  are  only  a  little  upset, 
and  you  just  have  a  toudi  of  fever,  which  you  know 
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vou  get  8o  easay.  Remember  how  iU  you  we  aU  last 
vear  in  India,  and  how  much  better  you  have  been  since 
you  came  to  England.    I  expect  the  change  has  really 

done  you  good." 

"Yes  it  is  true  I  was  ill  in  India.  I  know  that. 
I  was  ill'from  the  time  my  litUe  boy  died.  Since  he 
was  bom  I  have  had  no  happiness^it  was  because 
he  was  called  by  his  right  name  instead  of  by  a  name  to 
deceive  the  spirits  of  "U;   so  in  jealousy  they  took 

him.  t-  A  u 

"  Rani,  don't  be  «o  silly— you  know  what  he  fns 
called  could  L3t  have  had  anything  to  do  with  his 
death,"  said  Fay,  gentiy.  "  And  if  you  take  care  ol 
yourself,  and  go  out  more  and  cease  eating  so  much, 
perhaps  another  baby  will  come  to  comfort  you." 

••  Ohil "  whimpered  the  Rani.  "  If  only  I  had 
another  baby  all  would  be  well.  It  is  a  disgrace  tc 
have  no  son,  and  the  Rajah  is  vexed  and  maybe  he  wil 
love  me  no  longer  and  take  a  n^  w  wife." 

She  cried  pUifully,  Uke  a  child,  with  loud  sniffs 
rubbing  her  eyes   and   nose   with  her  Uttie  ringec 

hands. 

Fay  learned  presently  that  on  the  previous  evenini 
the  Rani  had  felt  su^-i  she  was  dying,  just  as  she  ha( 
felt  sure  she  was  dying  on  board  ship,  and  had  requests 
the  Rajah  to  send  for  a  doctor. 

"  And  a  do-tor-mem  came,"  went  on  the  patienl 
reviving  as  she  calked,  "  but  by  then  I  felt  better  an 
X  would  not  permit  her  to  enter.  I  bade  them  dismis 
her  and  tell  her  to  come  again  in  the  monung  when  yo 
would  be  here  to  understand  what  she  said." 

The  Rani  was  well  satisfied  with  her  own  action  i 
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the  matter,  but  Fay  wondered  privately  how  the  Lidy 
doctor  had  viewed  such  cavalier  treatment.  How- 
ever, she  said  cheerfully:  "  Well,  I  hope  she  will  come. 
She  will  give  you  something  to  d  'kc  you  well,  and  then 
you  wiU  feel  happy  again." 

She  stayed  with  the  invalid,  telling  her  stories  and 
distracting  her  mind  from  her  woes,  till,  rather  to  Fay's 
surprise,  the  lady  doctor  was  announced— a  tall,  thin 
woman  with  a  d«ver.  sympathetic  face,  and  a  strong 
personality  that  inspired  the  Rani  with  confidence,  as 
well  as  reducing  her  to  himible  submission. 

"No  stamina  whatever,"  was  her  verdict,  after- 
wards given  to  Fay  in  confidence.  "  And  as  to  the 
question  she  asked  so  persistently,  I  was  obliged  to 
prevaricate  as  you  probably  perceived;  but  frankly 
I  think  it  is  extremely  unlikely  that  she  will  have  any 
more  children." 

"  I'm  glad  you  didn't  tell  her,"  said  Fay.  "  It 
means  such  a  irightful  lot  to  &  woman  of  her  race  and 
position." 

"  Does  it? "  like  many  other  clever,  capable 
people  who  have  never  been  to  the  East,  the  lady 
doctor  knew  nothing  of  the  religious  customs  and 
inner  history  of  India.  'Tie  country  held  no  interest 
for  i\er.  "  Well,"  she  said,  indifferent  to  that  side  of 
the  oase,  "the  tonic  will  pick  her  up  directly  the 
tempsrature  is  normal.  She  must  regulate  her  diet, 
and  I  think  the  sooner  she  gets  out  of  London  the 
better." 

She  mentioned  a  famous  "  cure  place  "  on  the  Con- 
tinent, and  advised  a  coiirse  of  ba  ns  and  waters 

"  I  will  suggest  it  to  the  Rani,"  said  Fay.  "  but 
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I  don't  for  a  moment   imagine   she  will  agree  1 

go. 

Fay  was  right.  The  Rani  declared  that  nothii 
should  persuade  her  to  travel  anywhere  but  back  1 
India— not  even  when  Fay  hinted  that  perhaps  tl 
treatment  might  improve  the  prospect  of  a  success< 
to  the  little  dead  boy. 

"No,  no!"  she  protested  with  vehemence.  " 
would  only  kill  me.  If  I  bathe  in  any  water  or  drii 
any  water  for  my  health,  it  shall  be  the  water  of  tl 
holy  Ganges  river.  How  could  any  other  water  < 
me  good?  I  will  return  to  Hindustan,  and  when 
get  out  there  safely  will  I  make  -  -pilgrimage  to  a  cc 
tain  sacred  shrine  and  obtain  a  charm  that  has  nev 
yet  been  known  to  fail.  This  year  would  I  have  go 
had  it  not  been  for  this  evil  journey  to  England  whi 
I  was  so  loth  to  make." 

She  flung  herself  from  side  to  side,  and  Fay  tri 
to  pacify  her,  fearing  a  return  of  fever,  but  the  Rs 
would  listen  to  no  persuasions  or  advice  ad  or 
joined  her  hands  together  in  pathet.o  suj>plicatic 
beseeching  Fay  to  ask  Captain  Somerton  to  tell  t 
Rajah  she  wished  to  go  back— to  induce  him  to  persua 
the  Rajah  to  leave  England  without  further  delay. 

"  What  is  there  left  to  wait  for?  "  she  argu( 
"  He  has  made  his  salaam  to  the  King,  I  have  ma 
my  salaam  to  the  Queen.  We  have  spent  a  great  d 
of  money,  and  have  acquired  many  beautiful  thir 
and  waited  much  time.  I  do  not  like  this  count 
there  fe  too  much  ribise  and  there  is  no  room  and  1 
sun  is  not  the  same  sun.  There  is  no  sweetness  in  1 
air  and  the  water,  and— and  I  miss  so  much— I  die 
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longing  for  my  home  and  the  life  that  I  kiiow  and 
love." 

She  worked  herself  into  a  frenzy,  even  suggesting 
that  the  lady  doctor  should  be  recalled  and  bribed  ith 
jewels  and  money  to  tell  the  Rajah  that  the  life  of  his 
wife  depended  on  an  immediate  departtun  for  India. 
Finally  she  fastened  upon  the  idea  that  Fay  hould  be 
her  intermediary  with  Rotah,  and  endeavour  to  obtain 
his  consent  to  the  return  of  the  entire  party  at  once. 

At  last,  to  quiet  her,  Fay  pror  .'sed  to  do  her  best, 
though  how  she  was  to  convince  the  ^"lajah  of  the  wisdom 
of  such  a  course  she  could  not  imagine.  It  was  hardly 
likely  that  her  persuasions  would  have  the  effect  of 
causing  Rotah  to  alter  his  plans  unless  she  could  give 
him  a  more  definite  reason  than  that  of  a  sudden  whim 
on  the  prjt  of  the  Rani.  Especially  as  Fay  herself  felt 
it  to  be  altogether  selfish  and  unreasonable  of  the  Rani 
to  wish  to  curtail  what  might  be  her  husband's  only 
visit  to  England— to  drag  him  back  at  a  time  of  year 
when  travelling  to  India  must  be  particularly  incon- 
venient and  uncomfortable. 
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CHAPTER  XIX 

THE  relief  of  escape  from  the  Rani's  presence  was 
definite,  albeit  Fay  had  only  obtained  her  re 
lease  in  return  for  a  solemn  undertaking  that  she  woulc 
at  once  approach  the  Rajah  and  lay  the  Rani's  petitioi 
before  him,  employing  every  persuasion  she  could  devise 
that  might  induce  him  to  agree  to  his  wife's  desire. 

Fay  felt  in  no  great  hurry  to  fulfil  her  promise,  an( 
she  lingered  in  the  corridor  for  a  few  moments  in  ordei 
to  compose  her  thoughts  and  consider  how  best  sh( 
might  attack  the  Rajah.  The  morning  had  been  fa: 
more  of  a  strain  than  she  realized  at  the  time,  and  sh( 
fdt  the  necessity  for  a  pause.  A  window  stood  opei 
at  one  end  of  the  long  passage,  and  she  went  to  it 
breathing  the  purer  atmosphere  with  appreciation 
though  the  outlook  was  not  exhilarating— walls  an( 
chimneys  and  mysterious  back  premises,  at  presen 
wet  and  shiny  as  well  as  uninteresting,  for  a  drizzle  o 
rain  had  begun  to  fall.  Disreputable-looking  sparrow 
cheeped  and  wrangled  on  the  surrounding  window 
sills,— there  was  nothing  bright  or  beautiful  to  be  seen 
And  as  Fay  observed  the  damp  piles  of  brick  and  mortal 
the  glimpse  of  sullen  sky,  and  the  vulgar  little  bird 
that  cared  nothing  for  green  fields  and  fragrant  woods 
she  sympathized  with  the  Rani's  acute  longing  to  ge 
away  from  it  all.  back  to  her  own  land  and  her  ol( 

familiar  surroundii^. 
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Yet  she  felt  that  her  mission  to  the  Rajah  was  un- 
sound. It  was  not  as  if  she  were  in  a  position  to  ap- 
proach him  with  a  serious  request,  one  with  excellent 
and  reasonable  purpose  behind  it.  The  Rani  was  not 
dangerously  ill,  she  certainly  would  not  die  if  she  re- 
mamed  another  three  months  in  England;  it  was  only 
a  matter  for  a  little  patience  and  good-humour  on  the 
part  of  the  Rani  as  against  the  upheaval  of  all  Rotah's 
plans.  She  could  do  no  more  than  tell  him  that  she 
had  consented  to  act  as  the  Rani's  mouthpiece,  not, 
as  the  Rani  had  expressed  the  hope  she  would  do,  beg 
for  his  acquiescence  as  a  personal  favour  to  herself  t 

Fay  wished  she  could  consult  Captain  Somerton; 
but  at  this  time  of  day  he  was  seldom  in  the  hotel.  At 
thought  of  Clive  Somerton  her  heart  gave  a  curious 
little  quiver.  If  the  Rajah  granted  his  wife's  request, 
and  returned  to  India  at  once,  Captain  Somerton  would 
probably  have  to  go  too!  Surprised  at  her  own  sen- 
sations, she  loitered  by  the  window,  remembering  the 
look  on  his  face  that  had  set  her  nerves  and  pulses 
Gutter  yesterday  afternoon  when  he  drove  away  from 
Combe  Down  in  the  motor-car.  She  knew  she  wanted 
to  see  that  look  again.  If  he  went  away  now  perhaps 
she  would  never  see  it  again.  .  .  . 

She  stood  by  the  window  as  though  in  a  dream. 
How  long  she  stood  there  she  did  not  know.  The  rain 
grew  heavier,  the  sky  darker,  and  the  harsh  noise  of 
abrupt  shutting  of  windows  echoed  against  the  dingy 
walls  outside.  She  heard  it  vaguely;  the  sound  of 
footsteps  coming  along  the  passage  behind  her  she  did 
not  hear  at  all.  but  the  subtle  consciousness  of  a  near 
presence  penetrated  her  dreamy  mood  and  caused  her 
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to  turn  involuntarily.  The  Rajah  of  Rotah  stood 
beside  hftr,  and  she  realized  in  hasty  confusion  that  now 
was  the  time  to  keep  her  promise  to  the  Ram— that  it 
would  no  longer  be  necessary  for  her  to  seek  out  Rotah 
since  here  he  was.  convenientiy  at  hand.  Yet  she  wished 
he  had  not  appeared  just  at  that  moment,  a  merciless 
interruption  to  a  reverie  that  was  sweet  as  it  was 

vague.  ,     ,  .     J  u 

Then  the  appearance  of  the  youth  darnied  her 
quick  attention.  He  looked  excited,  overwrought, 
with  twitching  of  *his  thin  nostrils  that  reminded  her 
of  a  young,  nervous  horse ;  his  sensitive  mouth  trembled 
and  his  eyes  were  restless.  What  was  the  matter? 
Could  it  be  anxiety  concerning  the  Rani?  Fay  feared 
not  I  Nevertheless,  prompted  by  a  curious  and,  to 
her,  an  unaccountable  instinct  that  was  of  the  nature 
of  ilf-protection,  she  assumed  outwardly  that  this  was 

the  case.  . 

"Oh,  Rajah-sahib."  she  said  without  hesitation, 
"  I  was  just  going  to  try  and  find  you  to  teU  you  what 
the  lady  doctor  thinks  about  the  Rani.  You  need  not 
be  troubled  or  alarmed  about  her,  I  assure  you.  She 
is  in  no  danger.  Only  she  is  fretting  dreadfully,  and 
she  is  very  anxious  I  should  ask  you  to  do  her  a  great 

favour — " 

She  waited,  her  gaze  on  his  agitated  face,  but  he 
made  no  answer.  In  truth  the  boy  could  not  trust 
himself  to  speak  for  the  fear  that  he  might  lose  his  hold 
upon  hhnself  and  burst  into  tears.  He  bit  his  under- 
Up  to  stop  its  trembling,  and  his  eyes  grew  bloodshot 
with  the  effort  at  repression. 

Fay  turned  back  to  the  window  and  opened  it  a 
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little  wider.  She  looked  out  again  at  the  wet  walls 
and  roofs,  so  that  she  might  not  embarrass  him  by  her 
scrutiny,  if  what  she  had  to  say  should  cause  him 
annoyance.  She  understood  so  well  the  dislike  of 
Orientals  to  any  observation  of  their  emotions. 

"  What  the  Rani  wants,"  she  said  airily,  more  to 
the  sparrows  than  to  the  Rajah,  "  is  to  go  back  to 
India  at  once.  And  I  believe  she  reaUy  may  make 
herself  seriously  ill  if  she  stays  much  longer  in 
England." 

She  heard  him  breathe  quickly. 

"  As  you  know,  the  lady  doctor  came  again  this 
morning  and  saw  her,"  Fay  went  on  in  a  matter-of- 
fact  tone.  "I  was  just  going  to  find  you  to  tell 
you  what  she  said  and  give  you  the  Rani's  message, 
when  you   appeared.    The   doctor   thinks   her  very 

delicate." 

She  paused.  But  there  was  still  no  answer,  and 
suddenly  Fay,  standing  in  front  of  the  window,  with 
her  back  turned  discreetly  to  her  companion,  was 
assailed  with  a  feeling  that  something  was  about  to 
happen  that  would  affect  her  whole  existence.  She 
heard  Rotah  breathe  quickly,  then  again  came  silence, 
as  though  he  were  no  longer  behind  her,  and  when, 
perforce,  she  looked  roimd,  he  was  still  there,  but 
hb  face  had  become  mask-like,  expressionless.  On  it 
was  no  hint  of  concern  or  trouble;  all  agitation  had 
been  blotted  out,  removed  completely. 

Now  Fay  felt  incensed  with  him.  the  kind  of  anger 
aroused  by  a  sense  of  championship  for  her  own  sex. 
It  stirs  in  most  women  at  a  display  of  indifference  on 
the  part  of  a  man  towards  his  wife's  wishes  and  well- 
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being.  She  decided  that  Rotah  was  a  selfish  brute  to 
care  not  one  jot  how  his  wife  v/as,  or  what  she  wanted, 
however  uncongenial  she  might  be  to  him. 

"  The  Rani  has  very  little  stamina  or  strength," 
she  continued,  rather  aggressively,  "  and  very  little 
upsets  her.  She  may  be  better  when  she  is  taldng  the 
tonic,  but  I'm  convinced  she  won't  be  well  till  she  gets 
back  to  India.     She  is  fretting  her  heart  out  for 

India." 

"  She  will  soon  be  back  there  m  any  case,"  he  said 

monotonously.       * 

"  But  she  wants  to  go  now,  at  once.  And  she 
wants  you  to  go  with  her  "  Fay  said  it  boldly.  "  She 
asked  me  to  tell  you  so,  to  beg  you  to  consider  if  it 
would  not  be  possible  for  you  all  to  go  back  earlier  than 
was  at  first  intended." 

She  looked  at  him  urgently.  He  was  gazing  out 
of  the  window  in  cold  reflection,  as  though  his  thoughts 
had  flown  far  away  beyond  the  roofs  and  the  chimney- 
tops,  to  be  lost  in  the  murky  mist  of  the  sky. 

"  WeU?  "  said  Fay,  sharply. 

Without  moving  his  body  or  turning  his  eyes 
he  said   in   Hindustani,    "It  is  as   your   Highness 

pleases." 

Fay  laughed  in  spite  of  herself.  The  phrase  was 
conventional,  truly  Oriental,  one  that  issues  from  the 
lips  of  native  servants  a  himdred  times  a  day.  She 
thought  he  was  joking— or  was  he  evading  a  direct 
refusal  with  Eastern  aversion  to  seeming  imgracious? 
—with,  at  the  same  time,  every  intention  ol 
pleasing  himself  only.  But  there  came  no  respon- 
sive   word   or   smile   to    her    amusement,  and  the 
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feeling  of  resentment  towards  him  again  possessed 
her. 

"  It  is  certainly  not  as  I  please,"  she  said,  with  a 
touch  of  asperity,  "  except  that  I  should  be  pleased 
if  you  considered  the  Rani.  I  am  merely  asking 
you  to  do  something  for  her.  She  is  out  of  sorts 
and  miserable.  It  is  in  your  power  to  make  her 
feel  well  and  happy.  I  hope  you  are  going  to  do 
it." 

This  time  he  turned  his  head  towards  her.  His 
eyes  were  mournful,  pathetic.  He  looked  tired,  as 
though  exhausted  with  some  mental  struggle. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  wearily,  "  I  will  do  it.  I,  too,  shaU 
be  glad  to  go  back  to  India." 

Now  Fay  regretted  her  annoyance  with  him.  He 
was  only  a  boy,  so  young,  so  anxious  to  do  right,  so 
alone  amid  a  multitude  of  difficulties  and  burdens. 
She  was  about<to  applaud  his  good-nature,  to  express 
her  own  approval  of  his  accedence  to  the  Rani's  desire, 
when  he  said  something  that  had  the  moral  effect  of  a 
bomb  explosion  at  her  very  feet. 

"  If  we  all  go  at  once — ^will  Captain  Somerton  agree? 
You  would  not  wish  him  to  go  so  soon?  Perhaps  it 
can  be  arranged  by  the  Government  that  he  stays  in 
England  for  the  present." 

Fay  stared  in  mute  amazement  at  the  dark,  weary 
face,  at  the  liquid,  beseeching  eyes  that  seemed  to  be 
holding  back  tears.  What  could  Rotah  mean?  For 
a  moment  the  wild  suggestion  occurred  to  her  that  per- 
haps he  possessed  thought-reading  powers — some  occult 
Eastern  sense  that  laid  bare  to  him  the  minds  of  others 
— ^that  enabled  him  to  perceive  ideas  that  were  yet 
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hardly  formed.  How  else  could  he  possibly  tell  th) 
she  would  regret  Clive  Somerton's  absence,  that  si 
would  not  wish  him  to  go  back  to  India  so  soon?  SI 
felt  bewildered,  alarmed,  indignant,  uncertain  wh 
ihe  ought  to  say.  And  all  the  while  the  sparrow 
chattered  exasperatingly  on  the  window-sill,  and  t] 
ram  trickled  and  tapped  and  hissed  as  though  fmdii 
a  fiendish  satisfaction  in  her  discomfiture. 

"What  do  you  mean?"  she  faltered,  painful 
conscious  that  the  blood  had  rushed  to  her  face;  a 
directly  she  had  sppken  she  regretted  she  had  not  1 
the  question  unanswered,  that  she  had  not  simi 
ignored  Rotah's  incomprehensible  speech,  or  at  les 
passed  it  by  with  evasive  words.  But  now  it  was  1 
late.    She  must  hear  the  explanation. 

'•  But  of  course,"  returned  Rotah  in  languid  s 
prise,  "  you  would  wish  him  to  stay,  smce  you  are 

be  his  wife?  " 

Fay  clutched  the  window-sill  in  desperate  ( 
(leavour  to  conceal  her  amazed  excitement.  She  l 
the  rain  spattering  her  hand  and  arm,  but  it  wo 
have  made  little  difference  had  she  found  her 
drenched  through  an.l  through  from  head  to  k 
Then  common  sense  restored  her  mental  balance, 
course  Rotah  had  "jumped  to  conclusions,"  1 
imagined  that  a  secret  understanding  existed  betw 
herself  and  Captam  Somerton.  She  must  hasten 
undeceive  him.  But  before  she  could  speak  he  \\ 
on  in  the  same  listless  voice. 

"  Captain  Somerton  told  me  himself,"  he  infon 
her  simply.  "  He  told  :ne  yesterday  afternoon  a 
we  came  back  horn  Norbledon.    I  asked  him,  '  Are 
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going  to  marry  her — Miss  Fleetwood? '  and  he  said, 
'  That  is  my  great  hope.'  " 

He  paused,  and  his  head  drooped.  Then  he  raised 
it  with  a  proud  little  tUt  that  reminded  Fay  of  the 
afternoon  on  the  fort  walls;  now  he  looked  strong, 
determines,  almost  radiant,  with  eyes  that  shohe  be- 
neath the  fine  black  brows,  lips  that  were  lirm,  shoulders 
thrown  back  with  masterful  grace  in  the  pose  of  his 
slim  figure. 

When  he  spoke  again  it  was  in  high-flown,  polished 
Hindustani:  "  It  gives  me  happiness  to  know  that  the 
two  people  I  most  esteem  in  all  the  world  should  mate 
together."  He  salaamed  with  profound  courtesy, 
then  held  up  one  slim,  slender,  brown  hand.  "  And 
it  shall  be  my  proud  endeavour  to  be  worthy  of  them 
both.  Do  you  remember  on  the  fort  walls  at  Kotah 
the  vow  I  made  to  you  that  I  would  strive  to  be  true 
and  just  in  my  dealings  with  my  people?  I  have 
prepared  myself  to  keep  it  so  far — I  hope  to  keep  it 
till  the  end." 

Fay,  in  the  first  warm  rush  of  ecstatic  wonder  and 

emotion,  scarcely  heard  him,  scarcely  saw  him.    She 

was  deaf  to  all  words  but  these:  "  That  is  my  great 

hbpe.    That  is  my  ^  "^t  hope."    She  was  blind  to  all 

but  ihe  vision  of  Clive  Somerton's  face  as  she  had  seen 

it  last,  had  seen  it  but  yesterday — ^the  rapt,  lingering 

glance  that  haunted  her  memoiy.    Now  she  yearned 

yet  feared  to  meet  it  once  more,  and  all  at  once  she  felt 

as  one  suddenly  awakened  from  a  trance  to  the  realities 

of  life,  definite  and  determined.    She  knew  that  the  old 

enchantment  of  the  East  would  hold  her  in  its  grip  no 

longer  to  the  same  absorbing,  overmastering  extent — 
»9 


I  It 
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that  the  craving  for  India  and  the  sun.  the  ^V^olih 
^vldertul  country,  had  yielded  to  a  reco^^n  ^ 
human  possibiUties.  of  eager  adventure,  of  a  ha^^« 
wUent  to  the  future  instead  of  a  dreamy  nostalgu  fa 
Se^t.  Pure  joy  flooded  her  tender  heart,  envdop^ 
her  Wes.  and  with  reluctance  she  tumeu  fromj 
window,  smiling,  blushing,  ^^diant-to  tod  he^ 
alone  Rotah  had  gone-quieUy.  silentiy-and  F. 
nutwood  knew  nothing  at  all  of  the  darkness  ^ 
STpS^d  the  blind  resignation  he  had  taken  wi 

*^Her  intoxication  of  happiness  received  a  chec 
The  rain  still  spattered  her  hand  that  lay  or.  the  wmda 
sill  She  drew  it  in  and  looked  at  it  vaguely.  T 
farrows  made  more  noise  than  ever  but  there  w^  < 
complaining  in  their  cheeps  and  twittenng—  note 
ho^fiJNmticipation.  And  presently  a  gleam  of  si 
Struck  the  wet  wall  and  roofs  and  chmmey-pc 
suffusing  the  murky  atmosphere  with  a  y^owra^a^ 
beautifying  the  hideous  outiook.  To  Fay  it  seen 
r^irSus  reflection  of  the  golden  glow  m  her  o 

Yet  she  felt  mystified,  wondering.  Coidd  it 
true?  Had  Captain  Somerton  really  told  Rotah 
.-vished  to  marry  her?-and  if  so.  why  had  he  told  Ro 
^t-not  herself?  Ohl  if  she  only  had  someone 
confide  in.  to  talk  to.  who  would  understand  and  £ 
Z  good  comisel-would  teU  her  what  it  all  me= 
whafsheoughttodo.  She  took  a  few  ste^  a^ong 
passage,  on  the  thick  carpet,  endc^d  with  nc 
^a^  walls  and  rows  of  numbered  doors.  Then 
^med.  realizing  that  she  was  in  a  very  cunous  posit 
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Siurely  it  was  most  extraordinary  that  Captain  Somerton 
should  have  spoken  to  the  Rajah  as,  apparently,  he 
had  donel  She  began  to  suspect  some  plot,  some 
scheme  or  intrigue  on  thr  part  of  the  Rotah  people. 
Yet  what  possible  advantage  could  any  of  them  gain 
by  telling  her  that  Captain  Somerton  wished  to  marry 
her  if  it  were  untrue? 

A  chambermaid  hurried  past  her  in  stifi  print  gown, 
with  keys  on  a  chain,  and  flying  cap-strings.  The 
Uttle  1  Kident  recalled  to  her  the  fact  that  the  routine 
of  existence  was  continuing  just  the  same,  whatever 
her  own  mental  predicament — ^that  the  luncheon  hour 
was  long  past,  and  she  had  had  nothing  to  eat.  Not 
that  she  was  hungry,  but  the  fact  of  her  having  com- 
pletely forgotten  that  such  a  meal  was  due  brought 
home  to  her  how  vital  had  been  her  preoccupation  in 
her  own  affairs. 

She  struggled  with  herself,  half  angry  that  she 
should  have  so  succumbed  to  this  new  and  strange 
emotion  that  had  so  violently  assaUed  her,  here,  at 
the  end  of  the  passage,  by  the  window! — and  again  she 
felt  ai^ry  with  Rotah.  What  business  had  he  to  come 
and  say  such  things  to  her?  In  all  probability  the 
whole  thing  had  arisen  solely  in  his  imagination. 
Native-wise,  he  had  assumed  that  what  would  afford 
him  gratification  must  be  the  case.  Of  course  it  would 
suit  Rotah  excellently  if  she  and  Captain  Somerton 
wftre  to  marry  each  other,  so  that  they  could  con- 
tiiue,  indefinitely,  their  attendance  on  himself  and 
the  Rani!  Was  that  the  simple  explanation  of  the 
situation? 

Poor  Fay  hurried,  agital^u  and  uneasy,  to  her  own 
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room  and  put  on  her  hat  mechanically.  Alio  mechani- 
cally she  looked  into  the  mirror  to  see  if  she  had  placed 
the  hat  upon  her  head  at  the  correct  angle.  She  saw 
a  drawn  little  face,  white  with  conflicting  emotions, 
eyes  unnaturally  large,  their  blue-grey  colour  deepened 
almost  to  black.  Impatiently  she  turned  away  from 
the  looking-glass  and  left  her  room,  went  down  the  broad 
staircase  with  its  handsome  banisters  and  thick  carpet, 
into  the  marble-paved  hall,  only  to  find  that  the  rain 
was  streaming  down  in  more  vigorous  torrent,  that 
the  effort  of  sunshii^e  had  been  vanquished,  that  to 
venture  out  of  doors,  unless  in  a  closed  vehicle,  could 
only  mean  a  soaking.  With  a  sense  of  injury,  as 
though  everyone,  even  including  Nature,  were  against 
her,  Fay  went  back  to  the  foot  of  the  staircase. 
The  hall  seemed  full  of  people,  and  they  all  stared 
at  her— or  was  it  her  fancy?  Of  course  they  were 
all  wishing,  like  herself,  to  go  out,  and  had  been 
disappointed. 

She  took  the  lift  and  returned  to  her  room,  dis- 
carded her  hat  and  gloves,  and  remembered  that  the 
Rani  must  be  waiting  to  hear  the  result  of  her  inter- 
view with  the  Rajah.  At  anyrate  it  was  satisfac- 
tory to  feel  that  she  could  give  the  unhappy  little 
woman  good  tidings.  The  Rajah  had  definitely 
agreed  to  return  to  India  now.  He  should  not  be 
allowed  to  go  back  upon  his  word.  Again  she  looked 
at  herself  in  the  mirror,  and  her  spirits  rose  a  little. 
Her  cheeks  were  flushed  pink,  her  eyes  were  bright, 
she  was  not  such  a  scarecrow  as  before  she  went 
downstairs.  The  little  journey  had  roused  her, 
done  her  good.    She  would  get  those  photographs 
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of  London  that  the  Rani  wanted,  which  had  come 
this  morning.  They  were  on  the  sofa  in  her  sitting- 
room. 

She  passed  from  her  bedroom  into  her  sitting-room, 
intent  on  the  photographs— and  saw  Clive  Somerton 
standing  by  the  round  table. 

The  vision  of  him  as  she  saw  him  then  was  stamped 
for  ever  after  on  her  mind.  He  stood  with  bare 
head,  sleek  and  close-cropped  and  tipped  with  grey, 
dressed  in  well-fitting  London  clothes,  his  attitude 
having  the  reposeful  ease  of  an  excellently  pro- 
portioned frame,  his  face  bulding  the  calm  strength 
of  expression  gained  by  a  life  of  wise  self-ordering, 
his  whole  air  that  of  a  man  of  sense  and  good 
breeding. 

The  muffled  roar  of  traffic  came  in  at  an  open 
window,  the  rumble  of  wheels,  the  datter  of  hoofe,  the 
rush  of  motor-driven  vehicles  and  the  sharp  warning 
of  their  horns.  Fay  stood  in  the  doorway,  and  all  her 
romantic,  sensitivt  soul  went  out  to  this  man  in  a  glow 
of  worship,  which  she  would  never  grudge  even  if  it 
were  not  to  be  given  back  to  her.  .  .  .  What  if  he 
were  nearly  twenty  years  older  than  herself,  with  a  life- 
time of  experience  behind  him  in  which  she  could  have 
no  share?  What  if,  after  all,  the  Rajah  had  misled 
her — ^if  Clive  had  no  thought  of  her  in  any  way  save  as 
a  friend?  Whatever  might  happen,  to  her  he  was  a 
hero,  almost  a  god,  the  most  perfect,  the  dearest  of  men, 
and  if  he  bade  her  she  would  follow  him  anywhere, 
an3rwhere. 

He  looked  up  and  saw  her  standing  in  the  doorway. 
She  did  not  realize,  girl  that  she  was,  how  her  eyes  anc* 
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face  revealed  her  secret,  even  though  her  parted  1 
gave  no  sound;  how  tenderness  irradiated  fiom  1 
dainty  presence,  betraying  that  in  heart  and  spirit  i 
had  come  to  r  eet  him,  ready  for  his  avowal,  glad  to 
his,  overwhelmed  with  the  first  wonder  of  young  j 
innocent  love.  .  .  .  Somerton,  waiting  there,  1 
tortured  himself  as  to  how  best  he  might  commence 
wooing;  'le  had  intended  to  be  prudent,  cautic 
perhaps  to  take  a  week  or  more  feeling  his  m 
ascertaining  whether  he  had  the  smallest  chance 
winning  her.  And  the?,  if  the  outlook  seemed  fav< 
able,  he  would  press  his  suit  ardently,  with  ferv( 
to  carry  her  off  her  little  feet,  allowing  her  no  k 
hole  of  doubt  or  indecision. 

Instead,  when  he  looked  up  and  saw  her  face 
threw  his  gloves  into  his  hat  that  he  had  placed  ou 
table  i '  .d  came  towards  her. 

"  Fayl  "  he  cried  involuntarily,  passion  in  his  < 
and  voice.    "  Darling—how  did  you  know !  " 

Later  on.  as  they  sat  side  by  side  on  the  stiff  l 
sofa,  rendered  indifferent  to  the  discomfort  ol 
angles  by  Love,  the  great  magician,  who  disregard 
physical  annoyances,  Somerton  repeated  the  w 
with  which   he  had  greeted   Fay's  entry   into 

room. 

"How  did  you  know?  Fay— tell  me  how 
knew  I  was  going  to  ask  you  to  marry  me?  "  He 
and  kissed  her  neck. 

W'th  her  clear,  pale  face  and  tender  eyes,  and 
soft,  fluffy  doud  of  dark  hair,  she  reminded  him  a 
of  a  pastel  drawing,  so  delicate,  exquisite,  almost 
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pennanent.  He  caught  her  to  him  as  thuugh  in 
very  fear  that  she  might  fade  before  his  gaze.  She 
looked  up,  smiling,  at  the  firm,  keen  face  of  her 
lover. 

"  It  was  Rotah  who  told  me,"  she  said;  and  as  she 
said  it  her  heart  warmed  to  the  young  Indian  prince 
who.  all  unwittingly,  had  hastened  her  hour  of  bliss. 
She  thought  of  bis  dark  sad  eyes  with  pitying  sym- 
pathy, and  wished  he  could  feel  even  one  quarter  as 
happy  as  she  felt  happy  now.  She  was  sorry  she 
had  let  him  leave  her  without  a  word,  had  ignored 
his  touching  outburst  of  devotion  towards  Give 
and  herself— though  she  had  done  so  unintention- 
ally. 

"  Rotah  t "  exclaimed  Somerton,  interrupting  her 
reflections.    "Good  Heavens— the  young  rascal!" 

He  recalled  his  interview  with  Rotah  the  previous 
afternoon,  and  perceived  that  the  boy  had  misunder- 
stood his  admission  that  he  hoped  to  marry  Miss  Fleet- 
wood— ^had  taken  his  words  as  an  announcement  of 
their  engagement.  And  at  the  same  time  he  realized 
that  it  was  through  Rotah  that  his  own  decision 
had  been  made  so  swiftly  and  so  surely.  It  was 
Rotah  who  had  released  him  from  all  self-argument 
and  doubt,  and  possibly  spared  him  long  days  and 
nights  of  mental  disturbance  and  unrest,  had  shown 
him  his  own  heart  beyond  aU  question  or  uncer- 
tainty. Yes.  he  owed  a  lot  to  Rotah;  and  Rotah's 
secret  should  be  kept  religioiisly.  Fay  must  never 
know  it. 

"  He  said  you  had  told  him,"  Fay  wait  on.  "  He 
repeated  his  own  words:  '  Are  you  going  to  marry 
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her  —  Miss  Fleetwood?  '  And  then  yours:  '  Thj 
is  my  great  hope.' "  She  leaned  her  pretty  hea 
against  his  shoulder,  and  sighed  in  vast  conten 
ment. 

"  Are  you  glad  he  told  you?  "  demanded  Cliv 
with  the  fatuous  tendency  of  a  man  in  love  1 
ask  superfluous  questions  of  his  beloved,  that  h( 
superfluous  answers  may  thrill  him  again  and  yt 
again. 

"  You  know  I  am  glad,"  she  said  softly. 

Then  presently  she  thought  of  the  Rani  with  a  litt 
shock  of  remembrance,  and  explained  in  haste  i 
Somerton  what  had  happened  that  morning,  told  hi 
of  the  lady  doctor's  visit,  and  of  her  own  promise  1 
the  patient  that  she  would  interview  the  Rajah  ai 
try  to  obtain  his  consent  to  the  immediate  return  1 
the  whole  party  to  India. 

"  I  met  him  in  the  passage,"  she  added,  "  and  aske 
him  to  do  what  the  Rani  wished.  That  was  how  it  a 
came  about,  you  know." 

"  Surely  he  didn't  consent? "  was  Somerton 
anxious  query. 

"  He  did.    He  gave  his  word,  and  he  must  keep 
now — ^whatever  it  means  to  us.    Will  you  be  obliged  1 
go  too.  Give?  " 

"  I  suppose  I  ought,"  he  said  with  reluctance.  " 
don't  see  how  I  can  very  well  desert  him  till  he's  safe] 
installed.    The  time  isn't  far  of!  now." 

Fay  rose  from  the  sofa.  She  stood  before  hin 
both  her  hands  held  in  his. 

"  I  shouldn't  be  much  good  to  you  as  a  wife  if 
tried  to  keep  you  back  from  duty,  should  I?  "  she  sal 
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with  cheerful  courage.  "Of  course  you  must  go. 
And— and— when  you  can  leave  Rotah— shall  I  come 
out  to  you?  " 

He  stood  up,  seizing  her  in  his  arms.    "  Heaven 
forbid  I  "  he  cried  in  laughing,  happy  irony. 


S\  ci 


CHAPTER  XX 

T  ADY  LANDON  waited  in  her  electric  broughs 
L.  in  front  of  her  sister-in-law's  house  at  Norbled. 
whUe  her  chauffeur  left  his  seat  and  pushed  open  1 
Uttle  iron  gate  that  screeched  its  usual  discord; 
greeting   to   all   arrivals,   whether   beggar-people 

ladies  of  title.  ^     .  ^      x  i 

Fifteen  months  had  passed  since  the  date  of  1 

Fleetwood's    engagement    to    Oive    Somerton^ 

time   was   early   September.    A   pleasant   odour 

bramble  and  bracken  tinged  the  air  that  was  wa^ 

from  the  Common  half  a  mUe  away.    Littie  opalesc 

clouds  flicked  the  thin,  sharp  blue  of  the  sky; 

^Wficant  patch  of  garden  behind  the  noisy  , 

^^y  with  yellow  and  bronze  chrysanthem 

and  Lady  Landon  looked  about  her  with  grac 

approval     The  autumn  air  was  crisp  and  exhUara 

SLgh  she  found  it  a  littie  chilly  as  well;  she  n 

that  the  sou  was  gravel,  or  appeared  to  be  that 

road  and  gardens  were  surprisingly  well  kept,  mi] 

Zl  a  seni  of  oracr  and  self-respect  to  the  surro 

ings     It  all  looked  very  sober,  and  dean,  and  coi 

Most  sensible,  she  considered  it.  of  the  Fleetwoo( 

settie  in  such  a  place.    And  then  it  struck  her  as  r; 

singular  that  though  of  course  she  had  visited  O 

Down  several  times  previously,  the  advantages  o 

locality  for  people  of  limited  incomes  had  never  t 

been  apparent  to  her. 
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Then  cs  the  bell  was  rung  and  the  knocker  banged 
disdainfully  by  the  chauffeur,  Lady  Landon  reahzed 
with  a  slight  feeling  of  self-reproach  that  it  must  be  a 
whole  year  since  she  last  came  to  see  Emily  Fleetwood. 
Was  it  possible!    Yes,  there  could  be  no  doubt  about 
it,  for  Marion  had  been  married  from  Mrs  de  Wick's 
house  in  Queen's  Gate  on  the  first  of  September  a  year 
ago,  and  a  few  days  later— with  a  supreme  effort- 
she  had  motored  down  to  see  the  bride's  mother  as  well 
as  to  gather  any  news  that  might  have  arrived  concern- 
ing the  newly-m.^Tied  couple.    What   an   excellent 
thing  that  marriage  had  been  for  poor  John's  eldest 
daugb     I    Lady    Landon    was    serenely    convinced 
that  it  was  she  who  had  brought  about  the  match  by 
giving  Marion  such  a  straight  and  sensible  harangue 
at  a  time  when  the  foolish  girl  was  inclined  to  flout 
the  desirable  suitor.    "Aunt  Beatrice"  recalled  her 
own  scolding  clearly— it  was  at  that  dreadful  tea-party 
when  those  odious  hotel  people  had  charged  such  a 
fiendish  price  per  head  for  an  infamous  tea  1    Of  course 
one  never  minded  paying  exorbitantly  for  the  best  of 

anything. 

And  then  the  youngest  Fleetwood  girl,  the  skinny 
little  creature  with  eyes  like  saucers,  had  gone  off  to 
India  to  be  married  the  following  November— which, 
by  the  way,  had  entailed  another  wedding  present, 
though  of  course  not  nearly  so  handsome  a  gift  as 
had  been  necessary  for  the  future  Lady  Curtice.  Really, 
Emily  Fleetwood  had  been  extraordinarily  lucky  to 
get  two  of  her  girls  taken  off  her  hands  so  easily  and  so 
soon.  Most  satisfactory!  There  only  remained  the 
middle  one,  who  always  looked  so  washed  out,  but  no 
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doubt  it  was  better  that  one  of  them  should  stay  at 
home  to  look  after  their  mother.  It  was  not  likely 
that  anybody  would  want  to  marry  Isabel. 

Now  the  hall  door  was  open.  Why  on  earth 
couldn't  Emily  teach  her  servants  not  to  hide  behind 
.  iC  door  and  peep  round  the  edge  when  they  opened 
it  to  visitors!  Mrs  Fleetwood  was  at  home;  there- 
fore with  deliberate  movements,  and  much  ceremonj 
coimected  with  the  rug  and  the  chauffeur's  arm 
Lady  Landon  descended  from  the  brougham  an. 
sailed  up  the  narrow  pathway  and  thence  into  th( 

house. 

She  found  Mrs  Fleetwood  in  the  drawing-room 
She  also  found  a  bright  little  fire,  and  tea,  and  a  chai 
that  was  high  yet  comfortable,  and  she  began  to  fee 
that  she  did  not  regret  having  made  another  suprem 
effort,  at  an  interval  of  twelve  months,  to  visit  he 
sister-in-law  at  Norbledon, 

"  Well,  my  dear  Emily,  so  you  see  me  at  last! ' 
The  ladies  kissed  each  other  delicately.  "  It  is  an  ag 
smce  we  met.  I  was  only  reflecting  as  I  waited  at  th 
door  in  my  car— my  man  had  to  ring  three  times 
dear,  I  thought  you  would  like  me  to  tell  you— that  i 
must  be  at  least  a  year  since  I  came  down  to  see  yo 
last.  It  was  just  after  Marion's  marriage,  wasn't  it 
You  know  I  was  only  passing  through  London  thei 
just  as  I  am  now,  between  visits.  I  remember  I  fitte 
in  my  dates  so  that  I  might  be  at  the  wedding, 
went  abroad  for  the  winter  and  of  course  I  have  sue 
a  terribly  busy  time  all  the  season,  knowing  sue 
thousands  of  people.  Then  visits  in  the  country  f( 
the  autumn  and  so  on.    Time  does  fly!" 
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Aunt  Beatrice  should  have  known  that  Emily  was 
not  the  woman  to  bear  malice  or  take  offence,  and  so 
might  have  spared  herself  the  trouble  of  plausible 
excuse-making.  It  would  never  occur  to  the  kindly, 
simple-hearted  widow  of  John  Fleetwood  that  anyone 
would  willingly  neglect  her— she  only  considered  it 
extremely  nice  of  Beatrice  to  come  at  all;  and  she  was 
hospitably  glad  that  the  tea  and  cakes  were  fresh  and 
hot,  and  that  the  first  fire  of  the  season  should  have 
been  lighted  that  particular  afternoon.  She  knew 
Beatrice  was  very  susceptible  to  temperature,  and 
Noi  Diedon  paid  for  the  proud  distinction  of  being  on  a 
level  with  the  top  of  St  Paul's  Cathedral  by  having  a 
correspondingly  frigid  climate. 

"  Yes,  indeed  time  does  fly,"  Mrs  Fleetwood  agreed 
cordially,  "  and  I  am  sure  with  you  it  must  fly  more 
rapidly  than  with  most  people.  You  lead  such  a  busy 
life.  Now  I  just  sit  here  and  look  forward  to  letters, 
and  see  very  few  people  except  my  dear  old  friends  the 
Bullens.  Now  that  Marion  and  Fay  are  married,  and 
Isabel  engaged — " 

"  What?  "  interrupted  Lady  Landon.  "  Isabel 
engaged?  " 

Dear  me!  that  meant  another  wedding  present — 
but  whether  an  expensive  one  or  not  woiild  of  course 
depend  on  the  fiance's  position  and  means. 

"  Who  is  the  man?  "  she  inquired.  "  I  had  no 
idea  there  was  anything  of  the  kind  in  the  air?  " 

"  He  is  a  clergyman,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood.  "  He 
was  an  Army  chaplain  in  India,  that  \/«is  how  we  knew 
him  " — Lady  Landon  privately  decided  that  a  biscuit- 
box  would  do — "  but  Rowland  Curtice  has  very  kindly 
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given  him  the  Batch  Uving-of  course  at  Marion 

"^SrLan'ion  looked  doubtful.  This  was  rath 
different.  Perhaps  it  had  better  be  a  sUver  cake-bask( 
It  might  be  awkward,  staying  as  a  guest  at  Batch  Ha 
to  go  to  tea  at  the  Rectory  and  fed  ashamed  of  on( 
pr^nt.  Then  she  brightened  as  she  remeniber 
that  she  possessed  among  her  store  of  plate  a  handsoi 
cake  or  fruit  basket,  she  was  not  sure  which,  that  s 
never  used  and  would  never  miss. 

"  How  very  kind  of  Rowland,"  she  said,     and  wl 
a  relief  to  your  mind,  dear  EmUyl    Has  he  pnv 

means?  ,     , 

••  Not  much  now.  but  he  will  have  enough  when 
mother  dies.  He  is  a  very  nice  man  I  always  hi 
him,  and  he  was  always  fond  of  Isabel  I  beheve.  J 
know  she  went  out  to  India  with  Fay  last  wmter  tc 
at  Fay's  weddmg.  and  then  paid  some  visits  for  a  coi 
of  months  among  old  friends  before  she  came  ho 
She  met  Mr  Dakin  again  then,  but  nothmg  was  actu 
settied  tiU  he  arrived  from  India  last  month.  bH 
very  happy  and  will  make  an  excellent  parsons 
I  am  sure     At  present  she  is  staying  with  his  mo 

in  Devonshire."  .       .-.   ..vtr 

Lady  Landon  drank  her  tea  and  enjoyed  It      W 

she  said  affably  as  she  put  down  her  cup.  I  sup 
very  few  women  in  your  position,  Emily,  could  b 
of  marrying  off  three  daughters  so  qiuckly-and 
of  them  so  exceedingly  well !  " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  gave  a  Uttle  sigh.       I  mi  so 
to  part  with  them."  she  said  simply.  '  and  yet  J 
veiy  glad  they  should  have  homes  of  then:  own. 
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"  But  surely  you  are  very  proud  of  Marion's  brilliant 
marriage,  my  dear?— or  you  would  not  be  human. 
A  baronetcy  and  at  least  fifteen  thousand  a  j'car,  and 
a  man  who  worships  the  ground  she  walks  on  I  " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  thought  of  poor  Tom  Gray  with  a 
tightening  of  her  heart-strings.  "  Well,  Beatrice,  to 
be  perfectly  candid,  I  can't  say  I  have  ever  liked  Sir 
Rowland  Curtice  I" 

"  Good  gracious,  Emily— what  does  that  signify  as 
long  as  Marion  has  everj^hing  she  can  want,  and  is 
able  to  twist  the  creature  round  her  little  finger?  I 
can  only  tell  you  that  Mrs  de  Wick,  whom  I  met  only 
yesterday  in  Sloane  Street,  assures  me  she  never  saw 
anything  like  the  way  he  gives  in  to  her  over  every- 
thing. He  is  her  meek  and  humble  slave.  Mrs  de 
Wick  said  it  did  one  good  to  see  them— they've  been 
staying  with  the  de  Wicks  in  Scotland,  as  of  course  you 
know— and  that  it  was  really  quite  pretty!  And 
the  presents  he  has  given  her,  and  is  always  giving 
her!" 

"  Oh!  yes—"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  without  en- 
thusiasm, tiiough  a  dazzling  vision  of  exquisite  orna- 
ments passed  through  her  memory. 

"  He  simply  adores  her,"  went  on  Lady  Landon, 
emphatically,  "  and  he  was  a  man  who  might  have 
married  anyone." 

"  I  consider,"  said  Mrs  Fleetwood,  with  spirit, 
"  that  he  was  very  lucky  to  have  prevailed  upon  Marion 
to  marry  him.  I  know  she  refused  him  more  than 
once." 

"You  don't  say  sol"  ejacidated  Aunt  Beatrice, 
rather  disconcerted.    She  knew  that  Emily  Fleetwood 
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was  not  in  the  habit  of  teUing  lies,  else  she  woul< 
hardly  have  credited  the  statement. 

"  Well,  it's  all  ver/  satisfactory,  I'm  sure,  she  saw 
easily  "and  quite  counteracts  the  very  ordinar 
marriages  of  the  other  two."  She  allowed  herself  thi 
Uttie  scratch  as  compensation  for  the  shock  of  Emily 
unexpected  information. 

"Fay  hasn't  done  so  badly  either."  Mrs  Fleetwoo 

could  not  resist  proclaiming.    "  Clive  Somerton  is 

major  now,  and  he  has  a  very  nice  old  place  in  Glouceste 

shire  which  only  needs  time  to  bring  it  round.    A  nc 

sister-in-law  keeps  it  up  for  him  till  he  can  afford  \ 

live  there  himself."  .  v 

"  Oh   yes   yes— now  I  think  I  remember.      Y( 

did  teu'me  ^mething  about  it  at  the  time  c'  tl 

marriage.    But  so  many  men  have  places  they  car 

afford  to  Uve  m  nowadays.    It  is  qmte  sad.    We 

it's  all  very  cheering,  anyway,  about  the  girls,    l-i 

with  her  soldier,  and  Isabel  with  her  parson  who  vi 

have  more  money  when  his  mother  dies,  and  m  t 

meantime  has  secured  the  Batch  hvmg,  and  th 

Marionl    I  congratulate  you  heartUy  on  your  lu 

with  your  dear  girls.    Now  I  must  be  gomg. 

She  rose  and  coUected  her  white  kid  gloves,  and  1 
gold  chain  bag  with  clattering  appendages  of  gold 
trifles  studded  with  gems-a  vinaigrette,  a  pow( 
box.  a  folding  mirror,  and  such  like.  She  embrac 
her  sister-in-law  affectionately  and  departed,  leav 
a  sickly  perfume  as  of  satm  sachets  in  the  air,  an< 
sense  of  reUef  in  Emily's  breast. 

When  the  car  had  roUed  away  Mrs  Fleetwood 
ime.  gazing  into  the  fire.    She  fdt  weary,  hstiess 
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mind  and  body;  and  as  the  slow  minutes  passed  away 
and  the  light  faded  she  fell  into  drowsy  retrospection. 
The  evening  of  her  life  had  come,  and  soon  she  would 
be  left  alone.  Both  sons  were  out  in  the  world;  only 
now  and  then,  at  long  intervals,  would  she  see  them — 
Georgie  had  been  home  on  short  leave  this  summer, 
but  he  had  not  spent  much  of  his  time  in  the  dull  little 
Norbledon  villa,  nor  had  his  mother  expected  him  to 
do  so.  She  knew  masculine  nature,  as  do  most  women 
who  have  spent  long  years  in  exile;  she  understood, 
too,  the  value  of  every  moment  spent  in  England  after 
a  long  spell  of  duty  abroad.  Walter  wrote  vaguely 
about  coming  home  next  year,  and  hinted  at  a  love 
affair  that  might  or  might  not  prove  hopeless,  seeing 
that  the  yoimg  lady's  father  was  a  diamond  merchant 
of  fabulous  wealth — only  that  the  dear  girl  seemed 
to  like  her  hiunble  suitor,  and  it  was  a  well-known 
fact  that  her  father  had  never  yet  denied  his  only 
daughter  anything  she  fancied!  Then  Mrs  Fleetwood 
recalled  Marion's  marriage,  a  year  ago,  fixed  purposely 
by  the  bride  at  an  unfasliionable  season  and  while  the 
family  were  still  in  mourning.  Though  Mrs  de  Wick 
had  insisted  on  defraying  most  of  the  expenses  it  was 
curious  how  Marion  had  shrunk  from  the  idea  of  any- 
thing but  a  very  quiet  wedding  with  only  an  informal 
reception  of  relatives  and  intimate  friends,  and  she  had 
been  married  in  her  travelling  dress.  .  .  .  Certainly 
Rowland  Curtice  was  a  very  polite  son-in-law;  Mrs 
Fleetwood  had  stayed  at  Batch  HaU  after  the  return 
of  the  couple  from  a  prolonged  hone5mioon  to  Japan 
and  America,  but  she  could  never  "  take  "  to  him  as 

she  knew  she  would  have  taken  to  Tom  Gray,  or  feel 

20 
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te  WM  right,  her  strength  was  not  equal  to  the  strain 
m„rh  asT  had  longed  to  be  present  at  h«  young«t 
^?«^tog  much  is  she  would  have  o.:oyed  mother 
SIm,ror India  where  the  happiest  yea«.  of  h«  hfe 
S^^  sp^t  There  Isabel  hi.d  met  Arthur  Daku- 
^"^S^drw  here  he  was  at  horn,,  and  the  R«tory 
^^^  was  being  improved  and  done  up,  M«i  he  and 

'-t.rnZ':!^^'  ^f^  -uldered,  the 

'T^^'JTds  trfa^d  now  and  rather  shapeless, 
tThad^efded^babies  and  soothed  the  sick,  and 
SS  t^  ani  written  letters,  and  welcomed  so  many 
Si^io  her  Indian  dweUings,  lay  limp  in  her  lap.  He 
St^^d  lace  with  closed  eyes  l^ked  peaceful 
^TSc  against  the  dark  cushions  behmd  her  head 
^  ?^^  very  stiU.  and  the  '^1°'.^'^:'^. 
fc^  the  carvings,  and  «<  "'^^.f  °*  ^".^  '  ™ 
broideries,  floated  out  in  the  warmth  and  the  deepenmg 

''"Ike  dreamed  that  she  and  John  we«  riding  over  the 
J'';Z,  country,  past  villages  -^"-^"^^^o^^^ 
™d  wide  sheets  of  shallow  water  wh«re  *«*^^  ^^ 
n^  floated  and  dabbled,  and  preened  themselves  m 
ttou^r  The  two  of  them  were  riding  to^ds  th 
^td  presenUy  against  the  crimson  and  orange 
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of  the  sky  rose  up  the  peaks  of  white  tents.  A  little 
crowd  came  out  to  meet  them  from  the  camp  as  they 
neared  it— a  fat  ayah  walking  ponderously,  swinging 
her  voluminous  petticoats,  bearing  a  precious  bundle 
in  her  arms;  Gunga  solemn  and  important,  holding 
a  small  figure  in  white  tightly  by  the  hand;  a  pony, 
rather  like  a  young  calf,  carrying  another  little  person 
seated  in  a  ring  saddle  on  its  back;  a  syce  in  attendance 
and  a  Government  peon  pompously  escorting  the  party. 
Mrs  Fleetwood  heard  herself  call  out,  "  John,  look  I 
the  children.  They  have  come  out  to  meet  us."  And 
she  waved  her  whip  in  greeting. 

Then  she  awoke  with  a  start  to  see  Fanny  BuUen 
standing  before  her  in  felt  hat  and  serviceable  jacket, 
and  with  quite  a  colour  in  her  sharp  thin  face  from  a 
brisk  walk  with  her  husband  in  the  evening  air. 

"  Good  gracious,  Emily  I  "  she  said,  "  why  are  you 
asleep  in  the  dark  at  this  hour?  " 

She  turned  up  the  lights  relentlessly  and  poor  Mrs 
Fleetwood  sat  blinking,  for  all  the  world,  as  Fanny  told 
her,  like  an  owl  suddenly  disturbed  in  the  hollow  of  a 

tree! 

"I  suppose  I  was  asleep,"  she  admitted  super- 
fluously. Then  she  added,  in  plaintive  protest,  "  Ohl 
Fanny,  I  was  dreaming  of  John  and  the  children  in 
India  when  we  were  yoimg,  and  you  came  and  woke 
me  upl "  Quietly  she  began  to  cry.  "  It  all  seems 
so  long  ago,  and  it  can  never,  never  come  back." 

Mrs  Bullen  drew  down  the  blinds  and  made  up  the 
fire,  saying  no  word.  It  was  better  to  let  Emily  get 
over  her  moment  of  heart  sickness,  poor  soul,  without 
taking  too  much  notice  of  it.    What  she  required  was 
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to  be  cheered  up ;  she  must  not  be  encouraged  to  mope. 
And  aU  the  time  EmUy  knew  quite  weU  that  Ftumy 
understood  and  was  sorry,  though  she  let  the  blinds 
down  with  a  crash  and  made  a  dreadful  noise  putting 
coal  on  the  fire,  and  then  actually  said  she  wanted  a 
cup  of  tea,  though  it  was  past  six  o'clock,  and  rang 
the  bell  without  asking  permission!  So  of  course  Mrs 
Fleetwood  was  obliged  to  dry  her  eyes  and  sit  up,  and 
compose  her  voice  that  she  might  give  the  order  to  the 
parlourmaid  when  she  appeared. 

"  There  now! "  said  Mrs  Bullen.  when  fresh  tea 
was  brought,  and  Mrs  Fleetwood  thought  she  would  like 
another  cup  too.  "  you  are  all  right.  You  mustn't 
get  so  depressed,  my  dear,  the  girls  would  be  funous 
with  you.  Come  back  and  dine  with  us  to-night.  I'm 
siu-e  you've  got  no  dinner  at  home." 

Mrs  Fleetwood  smUed.  "  Oh.  yes,  I  have.  Avery 
nice  dinner,  too.  But  I  will  come  back  and  dine  with 
you  with  pleasure.    I  should  like  to  very  much." 

"  What's  your  news  from  India?  "  inquireu  Mrs 
Bullen.  "  The  mail  was  in  this  morning,  rather  late 
this  week.  I  heard  from  Bobbie,  and  he's  to  go  up  to 
the  depdt  at  Pahar  Tal.  He  must  be  there  by  now. 
The  winter  up  there  will  do  him  good." 

••  Oh!  then  he'll  see  Fay  and  Clive— that  will  be 
nice.  They  were  taking  leave  for  September  and  were 
going  up  to  Pahar  Tal.  Fay  stayed  down  all  the  hot 
weather,  you  know,  so  Clive  thought  she  ought  to  have 
a  change  and  a  littie  bracing  air.  You  remember  how 
lovely  it  b  up  there  at  this  time  of  the  year  1 " 

"  Yes,  I  know— j^t  after  the  rains.  The  air  is  so 
beautifully  clear  and  pure.    And  the  views  of  the  snows ! 
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Whenever  I  hear  people  talking  rubbish  about  Switzer- 
land I  always  know  they  have  never  <^  en  the  Himalayas 
and  don't  know  what  a  real  mountain  is  like.  And 
of  course  I  tell  them  sol  " 

Mrs  Fleetwood  rambled  on.  "  It  is  so  nice  for  Fay 
that  Clive  could  get  away  to  go  with  her  to  the  hills. 
Dear  child,  she  seems  so  absolutely  happy.  Clive  is 
such  a  devoted  husband  and  they  are  both  so  fond  of 
India.  She  was  enchanted  when  she  got  back  there. 
I  Mras  rather  amused  at  Gunga  sending  his  eldest  son 
to  be  their  bearer  I    I  don't  think  I  told  you?  " 

"Yes,  you  did!"  said  Fanny  to  herself,  but  she 
shook  her  head  mendaciously. 

"  Of  course  it  caused  dreadful  complications  with 
Clive's  man,  who  has  been  with  him  for  years,  and  they 
are  obliged  to  keep  them  both  for  the  present.  Fay 
said  she  couldn't  possibly  hurt  Gunga's  feelings  by 
refusing  to  engage  his  son!  She  was  only  thankful 
he  had  not  come  himself,  as  he  is  far  too  old  now  for  a 
young  couple  who  want  to  rush  about,  and  are  obliged 
to  rough  it  to  a  certain  extent.  They're  with  the  regi- 
ment now,  you  see." 

"  Yes.  And  the  Rotah  Rajah— do  they  ever  tell 
you  anj/thing  about  him  since  his  coming  of  age  and 
installation?  " 

"  They  told  me  in  one  letter  that  he  was  doing  very 
well.  But  he  has  no  children — the  little  boy  died,  you 
know,  before  we  left  India,  and  there  have  been  no 
more  babies.  They  think  he  will  probably  have  to 
take  another  wife  eventually,  and  Fay  hopes  it  will  be 
the  little  girl  who  was  at  home  when  Fay  looked  after 
the  Rani.    She  is  being  educated  on  modem  lines  by 
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the  Rajah's  wish,  and  she  vrites  to  Fay  constan 
giving  account  of  her  progress." 

"And  I  daresay  she  writes  quite  as  weU  as 
does  herself."  said  Fanny  BuUen.    "  Natives  lean 
easfly     Do  you  remember  what  funny  letters  we  i 
to  get  sometimes  from  bazaar  people?    I  have  alv 
kept  the  one  I  got  that  ended  '  Your  affectio: 

butcher '  I "  _  .,, 

Mrs  Fleetwood  smUed.    "  Yes,   I  was  with 
when  you  got  it.    I  remember  that  morning  qmte  ^ 
Isn't  it  odd  how  trifles  cling  to  your  mmd  whe 
often  quite  important  things  fade  altogether  from 
memory?    I  remember  we  had  been  laughmg  bee 
we  overheard  the  ayah  pretending  to  teach  Mane 
read  English,  and  she  kept  saying  '  C.  A,  T  -h%lh 
"  I'd  forgotten  that!  "  said  Mrs  Bullen.  laug 
"  but  I  can\ear  our  old  ayah  singing  to  one  ol 

bovs".  , 

« *  My  dear  darling,  my  dear  son,  ^  ^ 

Dadda  got  plenty  money,  Mamma  got  none. 

"Dear   things  I"    said    Mrs  Fleetwood,  ten( 
including  children   and  servants  in  affectionat 

miniscence,  . 

They  sat  talkmg  of  old  days  till  it  was  nearly 
to  start,  and  EmUy  Fleetwood  changed  her  gowr 
put  on  a  hat  and  cloak,  and  went  back  with  I 
Bullen  to  the  comfortable  house  on  the  edge  ( 
Common,  and  to  a  dinner  from  which  chickers 
rigorously  excluded.  The  Bullens  had  not  yet 
l^g  enough  in  England  to  have  recovered  fro: 
satiety  of  fowls  that  is  one  of  the  burdens  of  the  . 
Indian. 
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"  This  is  like  the  time  when  we  were  at  Agra  to- 
gether," said  Mrs  Fleetwood  as  they  trudged  along  by 
the  light  of  road  lamps  in  the  chill  dimness  of  the 
autumn  evening.  "  When  J-hn  was  in  camp  without 
me  I  used  to  dine  with  yoa,  and  wb«  n  you  were  alone 
you  used  to  come  to  us." 

"  Yes,"  said  Fanny.  /Vrd  with  their  minds  full 
of  the  past,  the  two  women  who  haa  come  through  the 
difficulties,  often  the  hardships,  the  pleasures,  and  the 
makeshifts  of  long  years  in  India,  continued  in  silence 
on  their  way,  recalling  that  past,  in  spite  of  its  draw- 
backs and  anxieties,  with  fond  regret. 

While  the  West  was  wrapped  in  midnight  the  dawn 
broke  over  the  heights  of  the  Himalayas. 

Again  Fay  stood  on  the  spot  where  she  had  watched 
the  Indian  sunrise  on  the  mommg  when  Give  Somerton 
rounded  the  knuckle  of  the  hill  and  found  her  there 
with  old  Gunga;  and  now  her  husband  stood  with  her. 
Together  they  had  climbed  the  steep,  zigzag  pathways 
that  Fay  had  so  lightly  mounted  as  little  more  than  a 
child;  and  together  they  beheld  the  snow-peaks  gleam- 
ing crimson,  and  the  mighty  army  of  glittering  moun- 
tains stand  forth  glorious  and  grand. 

Somerton  quoted  from  the  fine  old  Sanscrit  lines : 

"  '  In  a  thousand  ages  of  the  gods  I  could  not  tell 
thee  of  the  glories  of  Himachal.  As  the  dew  is  dried 
up  by  the  morning  sun,  so  are  the  sins  of  mankind  by 
the  sight  of  Himachall"' 

Yet,  magnificent  as  was  the  spectacle  before  him, 
his  eyes  rested  more  willingly  on  his  young  wife's  face, 
so  true,  so  pure  and  tender.    She  was  gazing  towards 
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the  hills  in  rapt  enchantment,  her  hands  resting 
wooden  rail  that  edged  the  path;  her  lips  were 
parted,  her  eyes  soft  and  dreamy,  a  faint  col 
that  of  a  pink  petal  was  in  her  cheeks. 

"  My  little  lady  of  the  dawn!  "  he  murmm^ 
At  once  she  turned  to  him,  smiling. 
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